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o D thofe, who never try d, conceive the Saweat, 
The Toil requir'd, to make a Play compleat ; 
They'd pardon, or encourage all that cou'd 
Pretend to be but tolerably good. 
Plot, Wit, and Humour's hard to meet in one, 
And yet without em all—alÞs lamely gave : 
One Wit, perhaps, another Humour paints; 
A third defigns you well, but Genius wants; 
A fourth begins with Fire————but, ah ! too wweat. 
to hold it, faints. . 
A Modern Bard, who late adorn'd the Bays, 0 


Whoſe Muſe advanc'd his Fame to enuy' d Praiſe, 

Was fill ob ſer d to want his Judgment moſt tn Plays. 
Thoſe, he too often found, requir'd the Pain, 

And fironger Forces of a wig'rous Brain: | 

Nay, even alter'd Plays, like old Houſes mended, 

Coft little leſi than new, before they're ended; 

At leaſt, our Author finds the Experience true, 

For equal Pains had made this wholly new : 


That tis, in Fact, no more the ſame, than now 

Fam'd Chatſworth is, what 'twas ſome Years ago. 
Pardon the Boldne/s, that a Play ſhou'd dare, 

With Works of fo much Wonder to compare: [ 
But as that Fabrick's antient Walls or Wood f 


And tho the Name ſeem old, the Scenes will pow : c 


Were little worth, to make this new one good; 

So of this Play, we hope, tis underfload, 

For tho from former Scenes ſome Hints he draws, 

The Ground-Plot's wholly chang'd from what it was : 

Not but he hopes you'll find enough that's new, 

In Plot, in Perſons, Wit, and Humour tco : 

Yet what's not his, he owns in other's right, 

Nor teils he now for Fame, but your Delight. 

If that's attain'd, what's matter wheſe the Plays; 

Applaud the Scenes, and ftrip him of the Praiſe. 
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ACTI. SCENE 1 
„ 
Enter Clerimont and Atall. 


GL 
BR. 4tall, your very humble we | 
— 4.0 Clerimont, ſuch an Advettund, 
(I was juſt a going to your Lodgings) ſuch 


— 


Ny it 165900 now poſitively fix d in Love for altogether. 
— Cler. All the Sex together, I believe. 
At. Nay, if thou doſt not believe me, and ſtand my 
Friend, I am 1uin'd paſt Redemption. * 


* Cler. Dear, Sir, if I ſtand your Friend without be- 


kering you, won't that do as well? But why ſhou'd you 
think 1 don't believe you? I have ſeen you twice in 


Love within his Fortnight ; and it wou'd be hard indeed 


to ſuppoſe a Heart of io much Mettle coal not hold 
out a third Can | 
” > LORIE offs 


a tranſporting Accident] in ſhort, "I 'am 


b 


_ 
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At. Then to be ſerious in one Word, I am honourably 
in love; and if ſhe proves the Woman I am ſure ſhe 
muſt, will poſitively marry her. 

- Cler. Marry! © — Virtue ! 

At. Now — you help me? 

Cier. Sir, you may depend upon me: But that T may 
be the better able to ſerve you——all Things in order 
—pray give me Leave firſt to aſk a Queſtion or wo: 
What is this honourable Lady's Name ? 

At. Faith, I don't know. 

Cer, What are her Parents 

At. I can't tell. 

Cler. What Fortune has ſhe ?. 

At. I don't know. 

Cler. Where does ſhe live? 

At. Lcan'ttel}, 

1 A very conciſe Account of the perſon you de- 
— marry. Pray, Sir, what is't you do know of her? 


3 voagr el nkd Coming yeſterday from (Grecr- 
r; by 


ee 
Freight was one ſingle Lady, and a Fellow in a hand- 


ſome Livery in the Stern. When I came up, I had at 
firſt reſolvd to. uſe the Privilege of the Element, and 
bait her with Waterman's Wit, till I came to the Br doe : 
But as ſoon as ſhe ſaw me, inſtead of turning her Head 
aſide, or cramming her Hoods in hey Mouth to raiſe 
my Curioſity, ſhe very prudently prevented my De- 
ſign ; and as I paſs'd, bow'd to me wich zu humble 
Bluſh, that ſpoke at once ſuch Senſe, ſo juſt a Fear, 
and Modeſty, as put the looſeſt of my T hts to rout, 
And when ſhe found her Fears had mov'd into me Man- 
ners, the cautious Gloom that ſat upon her Beauties, dif- 
appear'd ; her ſparkling Eyes reſan'd their native Fire; 
ſhe look'd, ſhe ſmil'd, te talk'd, while her diffuſive 
Charms new fir d my Heart, and gave my Soul a Soft- 
neſs it never felt before To be brief, her Converſa- 
tion was as charming as her Perſon, both cafy, uncon- 
ſtrain d, and ſprightly : But then her Limbs ! O rapturous 
Thought! The ſnowy Down upon the Wings of un- 
fledg'd Love, had never half that Softneſs. 

Cr. Raptures indeed. Pray, Sir, how came * 1 
well acquainted with her Limbs ? 
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At. By the moſt fortunate Misfortune ſure that ever 
was: For as we were ſhooting the Bridge, her Boat, by 
the Negligence of the Waterman, running againſt the 
Piles, was over-ſet ; out jumps the Footman to take care 
of a ſingle Rogue, and down went the poor Lady to the 
nd My Boat being before her, the 1 drove 

her, by the Help of her Cloaths, towards me ; at Sight 
of her I plung'd in, caught her in my Arms, and with 
much ado ſupported. her till my Waterman pull'd in. to 
fave us. But the charming Difficulty of her getting 
into the Boat, gave me a Tranſport that all the wide 
Water in the Thames had not Power to cool: For, Sir, 
while I was giving her a Lift into the Boat, I found the 
floating of her Cloaths had left her lovely Limbs beneath 
as bare as new-born Venus riſing from the Sea. 

- 20s What an impudent Happineſs art thou capable 
of ! 

At. When ſhe was a little recover'd from her Fright, 
ſhe began to enquire my Name, Abode and Circum- 
ſtances, that ſhe might know to whom ſhe ow'd her Life 
and Preſervation. Now, to tell you the Truth, I durſt 
not truſt her with my real Name, left ſhe ſhould from 
thence have diſcover'd that my Father was now actually 
under Bonds to marry me to another Woman; ſo faith 
J ev'n told her my Name was Freeman, a Gloucefter ſhire 
Gentleman, of a good Eftate, juſt come to Town about 
a Chancery Suit. Beſides, I was unwilling an Acci- 
dent ſhould let my Father know of my being yet in 
England, leſt he hould find me out, and force me to 
marry the Woman I never ſaw, (for which, you know, 
he commanded! me home) before I have Time * Pres- 
vent it. ; 

Cler. Well, but cou'd nor you lers the Lady's 
Name all this while ? k. } IK 

At. No Faith, ſhe was inexorable to all Intreaties:; 


only told me in general Terms, that if what I vow'd to 


her was ſincere, ſhe wou'd give me Proof in a few Days 
what Hazards ſhe would run to requite my Services; fo, 
after having told her where ſhe might hear of me, I 
her into a Chair, preſs'd her by the cold Ce. 


kiß'd em warm, and parted. - 


A 5 Cher. 
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- Cler. What! Then you are quite off of the Lady, I 
Tuppoſe, that you made an Acquaintance with in the 
Park laſt Week. 

At. No, no; not ſo neither: One's my June, all 
Pride and Beauty : but this my Venus, all Life, Love, 
and Softneſs. Now, what I beg of thee, dear Cleri- 
mont, is this: Mrs. Juno, as I told you, having done me 
the Honour of a civil Viſit or two at my own Lodgings, 
J muſt needs borrow thine to entertain Mrs. Venus in; 
for if the Rival Goddeſſes ſhould meet, and Claſh, you 
know there wou'd be the Devil to do between them. 
Quer. Well, Sir, my Lodgings are at your Service: 
But yon muſt be very private and ſober, I can tell you; 
for my Landlady s a Preſbyterian ; if ſhe ſuſpects your 
Deſign, you're blown up, depend upon't. 

At. Don't fear, I'll be as — as a guilty Con- 
prom But I want immediate Poſſeſſion; for I expect 
0 hear from her every Moment, and have already di- 
votted her to ſend thither. Pr'ythee come with me. 

Jer. Faith, you muſt excuſe me; I expect ſome La- 
Aies in be Part that I would not miſs of for an Empire : 
But: yonder's my Servant, he ſhall conduct you. 

A. Very good! that will do as well then: I'U ſend 


my Man along with him to expect her Commands, and 


call me if ſhe ſends: And in the mean time I'll e' en go 
Home to my own: Lodgings; for to tell you the Truth, I 
expect a {mall Meſſage there from my Goddeſs Imperial. 
And I am not ſo much in love with my new Bird in the 
—_ as to let t'other fly out of my Hand for her.. 
(r. And pray, Sir, what Name does your Goddeſs 
(as you call her) know you by? 

At. O, Sir, with her I paſs for a Man of Arms, and 
am: calbd Col. Stangfaſt; with my new Face, Jobn Fre- 
man of Flatland Hall, Eſq; But Time flies; I muſt 
leave you. 

Cle Well, dear 4all, I'm yours—— Good Luck to 
Jeu. \[ Ex. At.) What a happy Fellow is this, that 
owes his Succeſs with the Women purely to his Incon- 
Nancy ? What a Blockhead am I, to taint my Inclina- 
tions with Virtue, when I have ſo many daily — 
boo my Eyes, of People's being il n us'd for their 

cerity ? 
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cerity? Here comes another too almoſt as happy as he, 
a Fellow that's wiſe enough to be but half in love, and 
W his whole Life a ſtudied Idleneſs. 

Enter Careleſs. 

Cler. So, Carelsſs ! you're conſtant, I ſee, to your 
Morning's Saunter. Well! how ſtand Matters? I hear 
ſtrange Things of thee ;' that after having rail'd at Mar- 
riage all thy Life, thou haſt 'refoly'd to fall into the 


Nooſe at laſt. 


Care. I don't ſee any bes Terror in the Nooſe, (as 


| call it) when a Man's weary of Liberty : The Li- 


rty of playing the Fool, when one's turn'd of thirty, 
is not of much Value. | 
Cler. Hey-day! Then you begin to have nothing in 
your Head now, but Settlements, 9 and the 
main Chance ? | 

Care. Ev'n ſo faith; but in hopes to come at em 
too, I am forc'd very often to make my Way thro” Pills, 
Elixirs, Bolus's, Prizans, and Gallipots. 
Quer. What, is your Miſtreſs an Apothecary's Widow? 

Care. No, but ſhe is an Apothecary's Shop, and keeps 
as many Drogs in her Bed-chamber ; ſhe has her Phyſick 
for every Hour of the Day and Night for tis vulgar, 
ſhe ſays, to be a Moment in rude and perfect Health. 
Her Bed lin'd with Poppies; the black Boys at the Feet, 
that the Healthy employ to bear Flowers in their Arms, 
ſhe loads with Diaſcordium, and other ſleepy Potions ; 
her Sweet bags, inſtead of the common and offenſive 
Smells of Muſk and Amber, breathe nothing but the 
more modiſh and ſalubrious Scents of Hart's- *horn; Rue, | 
and Aſſafcetida. | 

Cler. Why, at this Rate, ſhe's PP fit to be the Con» 
fort of Hippocrates, But pray what other Charms has 
this extraordinary. Lady ? 

Care. She has one, Tom, that a Man may reliſh with 


out 88 deep a Phyſician. 
hat' —* ? : 
| Care, Why, two thouſand Pound a IG DE. 
Cler. No vulgar Beauty, I confeſs, Sir: But can 
thou for any Conſideration throw thyſelf into this Hoſpi- 
tal, this Box of Phyſick, and lie all Night Leaf-Gold 
upon a Pill. Care. 


1 
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Care. O, dear Sir, this is not half the Evil; her Hu- 
' mour is as fantaſtick as her Diet; nothing that is Exg/i/6 
muſt come near her ; all her Delight is in foreign Im- 
pertinences : Her Rooms are all of Japan or Perſia, 
her Dreſs Indian, and her Equipage are all Monſters : 
The Coachman came over with his Horſes, both from 
Ruſſia, ( Flauders are too common) the reſt of her Trim 
are a mottly Crowd of Blacks, Tawny, Olives, Feulg- 
mots, and pale Blues : In ſhort, ſhe's for any thing that 
comes from beyond Sea; her greateſt Monſters are thoſe 
of her own Country; and ſhe's in love with nothing 
o' this Side the Line, but the Apothecaries. 
Cler. Apothecaries quotha ! why your fine Lady, for 
aught I ſee, is a perfect Doſe of Folly and Phyſick ; in 
a Month's time ſhe'll grow like an Antimonial Cup, and 
a Kiſs will be able to work with you. 
Care. But to prevent that, Tow, I deſign upon che 
Wedding Day to break all her Gallipots, kick the Doctor 
down Stairs, and force her, inſtead of Phyſick, to take 
a hearty Meal of a ſwinging Rump of boil'd Peef and 
| — and ſo faith I have told her. 


Cler. That's ſomething familiar: Are you ſo near 
Man and Wife ? 


Care. O nearer, for I ſometimes: plague her till the 
hates the very Sight-of me. 

Chr. Ha! ha! very good! Sq being a very trouble- 
ſome Lover, you pretend to cure her of har Phykick by 
2 Countex-Poiſon, 

Care. Right; I intend to fee a Doctor to benin her 
an Hour of my Converſation to be taken every Night 
and Morning; ; and this to be continued till her Fever of 
3 s over. 

Cler. An admirable Recipe ! 

Cov, Well, doqs but how ſtand. thy own * I» 
Claringda kind yet? 

Cler. Faith 10 — 't ay ſhe's abſolutely kind, bot ſhe's 

near it; for ſhe's grown fo ridiculouſly ill: hu- 
mour'd to me of late, that if ſhe keeps the fame. Airs a 
Weck longer, I am in hopes to find as moch Eaſe from 
ber Folly, as my Conſtancy would from her Good na- 
ture — But to be plain, Im afraid have err 


— —— 
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val in the Caſe ; for Women's Vanity ſeldom gives them 


Courage enough to uſe an old Loyer heartily ih, till they 


are firſt (ure of a new one, that they intend uſe better. 


Care. What ſays Sir Solomon ? He is your Friend I 
preſume, 


Cler. Ves, at leaſt I can make him ſo when I pleaſe: 


There is an odd five hundred Pound in her Fortune, that 


he has a great mind ſhou' d ſtick to his Fingers, when he 
Pays in the reſt on't ; which I am afraid I muſt comply 
With, for ſhe can't eaſily marry without bis Conſent. And 
et ſhe's ſo alter'd in her Behaviour of late, that I ſcarce 
W what to do—Pr'ythee take a Turn and adviſe me. 
Care, With all my Heart.  [ Excunt. 


The SCENE changes to Sir Solomon Sadlife”s Houſe. 


Enter Sir Solomon, and Supple bis Aon, i: 
Sir Sel. Supple, doſt, nat thou perceive I put a great 
Confidence in thee? I truſt thee with my Boſom Secrets. 

Sup, Ves, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Ah, Supple ! I begin to hate my Wer 
ha: be ſecret. 

Sup. I'll never tell while I live, 8 

Sir Sel. Nay, then I'll truſt thee further : Between thee 

endl. e eee 26. belions wy; With hmm 
me too. 
Sup. Ah! Dear Sir, 1 doubt that's no Secret; for to 
ſay the Truth, my Lady's bitter young and gameſome. 
Sir Sol. But can ſhe have the Impudence, think'ſt 
thou, to make a Cuckold of a. Knight, one that was 
dubb'd by the Royal Sword? 

Sup. Alas! Sir, I warrant ſhe'as the Courage of a 
Counteſs, if ſhe's once provok d, ſhe. cares not what ſhe 
does in her Paſſion ; if you were ten times a Knight, ſhe'd 
give you Dub for Dub, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Ah! Supple, when her Blood's up, I confels 
ſhe's the Devil; and I queſtion if the whole Conclave of 
Cardinals could lay — But ſuppoſe ſhe ſhou'd reſolve 
to give me a een ber Sex, and make me a Cuckold 
in cool Blood? a 
Sup. Why if ne ſhou' d, Sir, don't take it ſa to Heart, 
Cuckalds are no ſuch Monſters now-a-days: In the City 


you 
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you know, Sir, it's ſo many honeſt Men's Fortune, 
that no body minds it there; and at this End of the 
Town a Cuckold has as much Reſpect as his Wife, for 
aught I ſee ; for Gentlemen don't know but it may be 
their own Caſe another Day, and ſo People are ng 
to do as they would be done by. 

Sir Sol. And yet I not think but my s Spouſe i is honeſt 
and think ſhe is not wou'd I were fatisfy'd- 

Sup. Troth, Sir, I don't know what to think, but in 
my Conſcience 1 believe good looking por her can do 
ber no Harm. 

Sir Sol. Right, Supple; and in order to it, I'll firſt de- 
moliſh her viſiting Days : For how do I know but they 
may be ſo many private Clubs for Cuckoldom. ,  - -, 

Sup. Ah! Sir, your Worſhip knows I was always 
againſt your coming to this End of the Town. 

Sir Sol. Thou wert indeed, my honeſt Supple : But 
Woman! fair and faithleſs Woman; worm'd and work'd 
me to her Wiſhes ; like fond Mark Antheny J let my Em- 
pire moulder from my Hands, and gave up all for Love. 
O Fool, to truſt thy Honour with a Woman! A Race of 

Vipers! They were Deceivers, 'Supple, from the Begin 
| I'll have no Viſiters, that's determin'd. 
>: Cup. Truly, Sir, I begin to think there's ndthing d 

by them in the Year's End. 

- - Sir Sl. O Supple, I run mad when I think on't; 
every powder'd Wig I meet is a Piece of Ordnance 
planted againft my Honour ; the rattling of a fine Cha- 
riot gives me the Spleen, and 1 yay r th Babs 
at the Squeak of a Fiddle. 

Sup. And what's more evading, Sir, the abomina- 
ble Rogues always pitch upon this Side the Park fot 
their Muſick and Intrigues. © 
Sir Sol. Dogs! Villains! Monſters ! Zbud ! I've bien 

in a Sweat ever fince J liv'd there twice or thrice a 
Week all the Cuckold-makers in Town rendezvous under 
my Window. Infupportable—I muſt have a young Wife 
with a Murrain to me I hate her too—and yet the Devil 
on't is, I'm ſtill jealous of her Stay! let me reckon up 

all the faſhionable Virtues ſhe has that can make a Man 
happy. In the firſt Place I think her very I 


* 
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Sup. Ah! that's becauſe. you are marry'd to her, Sir. 

Sir So/. As for her Expences, no Arithmetick can 
reach 'em ; ſhe's always longing for ſomething dear and 
uſeleſs; he will certainly ruin me in China, Silks, Rib- 

bons, Fans, Laces, Perfumes, Waſhes, Powder, Patches, 
leſſamine Gloves, and Ratifia. 

Sup. Ah! ! Sir, that's a cruel Liquor with en. 

Sir Sol. To ſum up all wou'd run me mad———The 
only way to put a ſtop to her Career, muſt be to put off 
my Coach, turn away her Chairmen, lock out her Swwi/5 
Porter, bar up the Doors, keep out all Viſiters, and 
then ſhe'll be leſs expenſive. 

Sup. Ay Sir, for few Women think it worth their 
while to dreſs for their Huſbands. 

Sir Sol. Then we ſha'n't be plagu'd with my old La- 
dy Tittle-Tattle's Howd'ye's in a Morning, nor my La- 
dy Dainty's Spleen, or the ſudden Indiſpoſition of that 
grim Beaſt her horrible Datch Maſtiff, 

Sup. No, Sir, nor the Impertinence of that great 
fat Creature, my Lady Swill-7 ea, | 

Sir Sol. And her ſquinting Daughter, No, no: Let 
the Tide run ſomewhere elſe; I am reſolv'd to know the 
Happinefs of living m Silence, without the Din of a 
. Viſiting-Day, ſpent in a continual Jargon of Imperti- 
nence, of this pretty Lace, and that pretty Ribband ; 
this News of the Ring, and that of the Circle; this 
Party for Plays, and t'other for Eunuchs and Opera's ; 
one laughs in Gamut, another ſneezes in Elami Alt; and 
Hey! all their Clacks go together with a Babe/ of Sounds, 
till favs Scandal and Faſhions are all run over; and then 
to the Peace of the Neighbourhood, they part with the 
ſame Impertinence they enter'd.—— No, Supple, 
after this Night, nothing in Petticoats ſhall come within 
ten Yards of my Doors. 

Sup. Nor in Breeches neither? 

Sir Sol. Only Mr. Clerimont ; for I expect him to fign 
Articles with me for the five hundred Pound he is to 
ive me, for that ungovernable Jade my Niece Clarinda, 
r Ha ſee, who's that? | Moc ing 

Sup. O, Sir, tis the 0 ſtrange — that wou'd 

| ; Six 
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Sir Sol. Let em come in: I'Il divert myſelf by laugh- 
ing at them a little, and then ſend em about their 
— like Fools as they came. 


Re-enter Supple, with Capt. Strut, Sir Squabble 
Splithair, and Saunter. | 

Sir Sal. Well, Gentlemen, your Buſineſs with me, I 
underſtand is much the fame ; my Conſent to your mar- 
rying my Kinſwoman; I ſhou'd be glad if any of you 
bring Pretences that I like; and ſo if you pleaſe, Gen- 
tlemen, one after another; and when I have 
heard you all, I'll give you my Anſwer: And in 
the firſt place, what are you, Sir ? 

Capt. I, Sir, am———a Man of Honour. 

Sir Sol. Pray Sir, what's that, a Lord? 

— 4 No, Sir, one that ſcorns to take the Lye, or pay 
ts 

Sir Sol. Humh ! that's pretty near the matter. 
an extraordinary Perſon. Where do you live, Sir ? 

Capt. Why, here, ———and there, Sir; I'm a Man 
. of a-frank nature, and am always at home. 

Sir So. Where do you ſleep a- nights? 

Capt. No where! I fit up every Night at the hm: 
and in the Morning, —lie rough in the Rownd- houſe. 

Sir Sol. Pray, Sir, how do you ſpend your Time 
when you are out of a Tavern ? 

Capt. I play Crimp, Matches at Tennis, Bowl:, and 
Piguet; and get in deſperate Debts for young Fellows, 
that dare not fight for themſelves. $ 
Sir Sal. Are you never run through the Body? 
Capt. Often Sir; yet I fear nothing but a Barl;f,, or a 
Court Martial. — Sir, I kiſs every Woman that ſmiles, 
and kick every Man that frowns upon me: for I take 
both to myſelf, whether they meant me, or not. 

Sir S/. How, Sir! ſtrike before you know whether 
you are affronted, or not? I thought you were a Man 
of Honour. 

. Capt. So I am, Sir, and wou'd not have it Rtain'd— 
in quarrelling. Delays look ſcurvily : Firſt Blows are 
beſt. When a Man looks angry upon me, and ſays any 
: 1 I don't underſtand, I knock him down; and then 
tis 
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*tis no matter whether I underſtand him or no—Shall a 
Raſcal, becauſe he has read Books, talk pertly to me? 

Sir Sol, Why, Sir, are not your Men of Honour 
given to Learning ? 

Capt. Thoſe that think it worth their while, are; but 
we generally leave that to the Chaplain, and the Chap- 
lain ſometimes. leaves it to the Agent Our Diſputes 
need but little Reading; Blows, Blood, and Wounds, 
are Soldiers Arguments, Sir, 

Sir Se/. Nay, Sir, I ſhan't diſpute with you. But 
Pray, Sir, Fn Mais ny upon my Kinſwoman? 

My Glory, and my Sword. 

Sir Sol. A Jointure of vaſt Honour, I, muſt confeſs. 
Pray, Sir, where may your Glory le? * 

Capt. In the Gazette. 

Sir Sol. And your Sword the ger del one, 
I mean. 

Capt. At the Pawwy-broker's, 

Sir Sol. And pray, Sir, why wou'd you marry ? / 

Capt, Sir, 1 owe above fifteen hundred Pound; be- 
ſide L have a mind do leave off Whoring, and keep & 
freſh Girl to myſelf. 

Sir Se. Hah! a very ſober Principle, truly. Well, Sie, 
fince I know your Pretences, will — give me Leave to 
talk with the other Gentlemen Pray, Sir, whet 
gre you ? ö 
Sir Seu. I, Sir, am none of your Skip jacks, no 
Spend - thrift Courtier, nor beggarly Soldier, but a ſolid 
ſubſtantial Man, with a thinking Head, and a prudent 
Conſcience; that have liv'd theſe Twenty V ears in St. 


Magnus Pariſh, have lent my Money to the Goyernment. 5 


an d owe none of my Neighbours a Shilling. * 
Sir Sol. Pray, Sir, what may be your Name? 
Sir Seu. My Name, Sir, is Sir " Sevabble Splithazr, 

Kut. and Citizen of Lenden. 
Sir Sol. r An 5154 
Sir Seu, Sir, 1 profeſs:— Troth I can hardly tell 
you what I profeſs; but turning of Maney is my chief 
Buſineſs, Str, 1'll make a Bargain with any Man in the 
City, and defy him to out-wit me.——lI have been too 
ſharp for every body I have dealt with, and have got a 
Plen- 
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plentiful Eſtate by other people's Folly and my own In- 
duſtry. Beſide, I am a Member of the Old Faft- India 
Company, and no Man alive wil e ever be able to tell 
„ I'm worth. | 

Sir Sol. Very likely, Sir. 

- Sir Sau. Sir, ] I live «Nt and wind the Wait Chance: 
I never ſpend an idle Penny out of Robin's or Garraway's 
Coffee-houſe : I dine for a Groat at the Chop houſe: I 
ſell by a ſhort Yard, and bring in a long Bill. 

; Sir Sol. Hah! you are rich, no doubt, Sir. 

Sir Su. Then, Sir, I am a fevere perſecutor of ill 
Women, and never let any of them ſcape the Beadle's 
Correction, without a valuable Conſideration. © © 

Sir Sol. Ay, ay, you're much in the right, Sir; 
make 'em pay for their Wickedneſs. 

Sir Sgu. Then I diſcountenance the Enemies of the 
Government, by encouraging them firſt to run prohibited 
Goods ; and then 1 diſcover 'em to ſhew my ter 

Sir Sol. You'll be a great Man, Sir. 

Sir Sau. Then, Sir, I am guardian to my n Siſter ; 
and tho? ſhe i is fix Years above Age, I ftill keep her For- 
tune carefully in my own Hands, for fear ſhe ſhou'd idly 
throw it away . ſome bepgarly young Fellow: Not 
but I give her a Gentlewomanly Education; for I 
Have taught her | Tunes myſelf, upon the Dulci- 
mer; and to fave the Charge of a Singing-Maſter, I let 
her go once a Week with her Maid, in the Gallery, 
40 learn the Songs out of the Opera. 

Sir Sol. Good again, Sir; why this will REY carry 
my Niece : Theſe : are Qualities not to be reſiſted. - But 
— 2 Sir, what are you willing to ſettle upon her? 

Sir Sau. Settle, Sir! why I'l—look you, Sir, I don't 

erſtand your Law- Terms, and hard Words: 
but I'll make her a happy Woman. She ſhall want for 
nothing: I'll ſettle a good Huſband upon her; ſhe ſhall 
have Money in her Pocket, and good Clothes upon her 
Back ; ſhe ſhall have her youngeſt Prentice in a Blue Li- 
very, carry her Gilt Bible before her to Church every 
Sunday ; ſhe ſhall wear a Gold Chain upon her W 
and ſit in the - a Fw next * Pate: | 

Ky Sol, Ay! | 


Si 


no doubt but your Security will. 


We Sick Lady's Cure. 19 


Sir Su. Nay, Sir, if ſhe pleaſes my Humour, ſhe 
ſhall wear her Sunday Clothes every Day ; go abroad 
once a Month in a Sedan; go to a Goſſiping once a 
Quarter: and once a Year ſhe ſhall conſtantly Lie in. 

Sir Sol. Hold! hold! Sir, that I'm afraid, is more 
than you can promiſe. 

Sir Sgu. Sir, what I ſay I'll ſtand to; and if you 
doubt my Word, I'll give you City-Security for the 
Performance of it. 

Sir Sol. Nay, Sir, what you can't perform, theres 
Well, Sir! now 
I have heard what you can do. I have but a Word 
or two with this Gentleman, and then 

Sir. Sau. Sir, with all my heart; if you can get 
better Bargain, take it. 

Sir Sol. Well, Sir! now, pray what are you? 

Saun. I, Sir |——ha, hah ! I'm nothing at all, Sir. 

Sir 8%. Ha ! that is not much indeed, Sir But 
pray, Sir, have you no Employment? | 

Saun. Employment] what do you mean, Old Gentle- 
man, Joiner's Work ?———Sir, I'm a Gentleman. 

Sir Sol. Very good, Sir: And pray, what Eftate 
have you. 


Saun. I can't tell, Sir: I never mind Accounts 


1 don't underſtand em. 


Sir Sol. Pray, Sir, what is't you do underfiand ? 2 

Saun. Bite, Bam, and the beſt of the Lay, old Boy: 

Sir Sol. Hah; that's every Word more than I un- 
derſtand, I muſt confeſs. Do you know nothing of the 


.Law, Sir ? 


Saun. Um !—juſt as much as I got from being often 
arreſted. 


Sir Sol. Do you follow no Buſineſs, Sir? 

Saun. No, Sir, I hate it—I avoid it —I'll wake 
Buſineſs follow me; a Gentleman's above it. - 

Sir Sol. Hah! you ſeem to lead a pleaſant Life, Sir. 

Saun. Yes, Sir, Pleaſure's my Dun and I'l 
ſtick to it as long as I live. - | 

Sir Sol. Pray, what's your chief Diverſions ? 5 

Saun. Sauntering ! As thus, Sir, from my Lodg- 


ing to the Smyrna, thence to White's; then to the 


dngrna 


ao The Dous IT GALLANT : Or, 
Smyrna again, then to #h:te's again; and all the while, 
my Chair follows me empty. Then I dine, drink 2 
Battle, go to Hill's, go behind the Scenes, make love 
in the Green-Rocm, take a Benefit - Ticket, ferret the 
Roxes, ſtraddle into the Pit; Greer- Room again; do 
the ſame at both Houſes, and ſtay at neither. 

Sir Se/. Hah! a pretty Life: do you never ſtudy, Sir? 

Saur. Um—in a Morning a little, while my Man 
draws on my Shoes, I hum over a Preface, or ſo: Then 
turn to the Concluſion, and give my Judgment accor- 
dingly. J hate Fatique; a Gentleman ſhou'd only 
have a Tafte of every Thing. 

Sir So/. But de you never Rudy yourſelf neither? 


- Sau. O yes, Sir, that I never fail to do, at leaſt 


three Hours in a Glafs every Morning. 

Sir Sal. Provaking Dog! [Ad.] Well, Sir, and 
what other powerful Reaſons have you, to encourage my 
Niece's coming into your Family? | 

Saun. Why, none fo great, Sir, as my Family it- 
elf; tis as antient as any in Erg land. The Saunterers, 
Sir, came in with King S#epher the Conqueror, And 
a. Man of Honour, Six, always values a good Family 
beyond Fortune. 

Sir Sol. Ay, but fome Fools don't, Sir; and I ſhall 
not bluſh to tell you, I am one of thoſe. And let me 
tell you, Sir, he that out-lives his Fortune, will have 
much ado ſometimes to make his Family own him. 
Poverty at Court, Sir, is like Wit in the City, always 
counted illegitimate. — Well, Gentlemen, I have heard 
you all: And I won't marry my Kinſwoman to this 
Gentleman, becauſe his prudent Conſcience, as he calls 


© it, well let him ſpend but a Penny a Day: Nor to this 


Gentleman, becauſe, as far as I find, he has not that to 


ſpend: Nor to che noble Captain here, becauſe he ſpends 
more than he has. 


Capt. Why then, Sir, I'll tick to my Punk, and a 


Pipe of Mundungus. 

Sir Sgu. And as for Sir Squabble Splithair,—know, 
Sir, that now I won't take under a Thouſand Pound 
more with your Niece; and ſo your Friend, and Ser- 
want. | 

Saum. 45 for me, Sir. Sir 
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Sir Sol. O ſweet Mr. Nothing-to-do / | 
Saun. Know, Sir, that the Noble Family of the Saun- 
terers ſhall never be ſtainꝰd with the baſe Blood of a Put, 
Sir; and ſo your Servant again, Sir. [ Exeunt. 
Sir Sol. Ha! ha! ha! Well, I ſee there are other 
Monſters in the World beſide Cuckolds, and full as ri- 
diculous. But now to my own Affairs. I'll ſtep into 
the Park, and ſee if I can meet with my hopeful Spouſe 


there! I warrant, engag'd in ſome innocent Freedom, 


(as ſhe calls it,) as walking m a Maſk, to laugh at the 
Impertinence of Fops that don't know her; but 'tis 
more likely, I'm afraid, 4 Plot to intrigue with thoſe 
that do. Oh! how many Torments lie in the ſmall 
Circle of a Wedding-Ring ! | — [Exit. 


ACT IL SERNE.L 


 Clarinda*s Apartment. 


Enter Clatinda and Sylvia. 
A! ha! poor Sylvia? 

Syl. Nay, pr'ythee, don't laugh at me- 
There's no accounting for Inclination : For if there 
were, you know, why ſhou'd it be a greater Folly in 
me, to fall in love with a Man I never ſaw but once in 
my Life, than it is in you to reſiſt an honeſt Gentleman, 
whoſe Fidelity has deſery'd your Heart an hundred 
times over. 

Clar. Ah! but an utter Stranger, Couſin, and one 
that, for aught you know, may be no Gentleman. it 

Sy/. That's impoſſible; his Converſation cou'd not be 
counterfeit, An elevated Wit, and good Breeding, have 
a natural Luſtre that's inimitable. Beſide, he ſav'd my 
Life at the hazard of his own; ſo that Part of what I 
give him, is but Gratitude, 

Clar. Well — Womans throws toole 
fire in the middle of the Thames, ſure. But 
now he is marry'd, and has three or four Children 


Cla. 


% 
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S. Pſha ! Pr'ythee dont teaze me with fo many Al- 
natur'd Objections: I tell you he is not marry'd, I am 
ſure he is not: for I never faw a Face look more in 
humour in my Life.—Beſide, he told me himſelf, he 
was a Country Gentleman, juſt come to Town upon 
Buſineſs: And I'm reſolv'd to believe him. 

Clar. Well! well! I'll ſuppoſe you both as fit for one 
another then as a couple of Tallies. But ſtill, my Dear, 
you know there's a ſurly old Father's Command againſt: 
you ; he is in Articles to marry you to another : And 
tho' I know, Love is a notable Contriver, I can't ſee 
how you'll get over that Difficulty. 

Syl. 7 "Tis a terrible one, I own ; but wih a little of 
your Aſſiſtance, dear _— I am ſtill in hopes to 
bring it to an even Wager, I prove as wiſe as my Father. 

Car. Nuy, you may be ſure of me: You may ſee 
by the Managemer.t of my own Amours, I have fo 
natural a Compaſſion for Diſobedience; I ſha'n't be able 
to refuſe. you any thing in Diſtreſs — There” s my Hand; 


| —— tell me how I can ſerve you. 


Sl. Why thus ;—Becauſe I wou'd not wholly diſ- 
cover myſelf to him at once, I have ſent him a Note 
to viſit me here, as if theſe Lodgings were my own. 

Clar. Hither ! to my Lodgings ! "Twas well I ſent 
Col. Standfaſt Word I ſhou'd not be at home. [ Aſide. 

Hl. J hope you'll pardon my Freedom; ſince one end 
of my taking it too, was to have Pen Opinion of him 
before I engage any farther 

_ Clax. O] it needs no Apology ; any thing of mine 
is at your Service — I am only afraid, my troubleſome 
Lover Mr. Clerimont, ſhou'd happen to ſee him, who is, 
af late, ſo impertinently jealous of a Rival, tho' from 
what Cauſe I know not not but I lye too. [Aide 


I fay, ſhou'd he ſee him, your Country Gentleman ; 


wou'd be in Danger, I can tell you. 

Sy. O!] there's no Fear of that; for I have order'd 
him to be brought in the back-way : When I have 
talk'd with him a little alone, I'll find an Occaſion to 


leave him with you; and then we'll compare our ney 


nions of him. 
Enter Servant to Clarinda, 


| Serv. Madam, my Lady Sadlife. 95. 


N 
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« Ol. Plbah 1 therkael—owol tos 217-1: 
Clar. Don't be uneaſy; he bent ada you vu 
take care of her. 
Enter Lady Sadlife.  . | < 


L. Sad. O my Dears, you have loſt the ſweeteſt 
1 Morning ſure, that ever peep'd out of the Firmament: 
The Park never was in ſuch Perfection. 
Clar. Tis always ſo when your Ladyſhip's there. 
I. Sad. Tis never ſo, without my dear Clarinda. 
$yl. How civilly we Women hate one another. [Aſide 
Was there a good deal of Company, Madam? | 
L. Sad. Abundance! and the beſt I have ſeen this Sea- 
[ — for twas between Twelve and One, the very Hour, 
you know, when the Mob are violently hungry. O! the 
Air was ſo inſpiring! ſo amorous! And to compleat the 
| Pleaſure, I was attack'd in Converſation, by the moſt 
charming, modeſt, agreeably inſinuating young Fellow, 
ſure, that ever Woman play'd the fool with, | 
| Clar. Who was it ? 
L. Sad. Nay, Heav'n knows; his Face is as s entirely 
new, as. his Converſation, What Wretches our young 
| Fellows are to him? 
Sy. What Sort of a Perſon? 
L. Sad. Tall, ſtreight, well- limb'd, walk'd aun; and 
| a Locle as chearful as a May-day Morning. 
Fyl. The Picture's very like: Pray Heav'n it is not 
my Gentleman's. IA. 
Clar. I wiſh this don't prove my Colonel. A ſide. 
Sy. How came you to part with him ſo ſoon.. N 
L. Sad. O name it not! that eternal Damper of al 
Pleaſure, my Huſhand Sir Solomon, came into the Mali 
in the very Criſis of our Converſation I faw him at 
a Diſtance, and .complain'd that the Air grew tainted, 
that I was dick-0'th' ſudden, and left him in ſuch Ab- 
ruptneſs and Confuſion, as if he had been himſelf my 
Huſband. 
Clar. A melancholy Diſappointment indeed! 
I. Sad. Oh! 'tis a Huſband's Nature to give em. 
4 A Servant whiſpers Sylvia. 
Sy. Delire him to walk e Wer) you be 
at hand, | 
Clar, 


* 
Pr _ 7 a 
mat. 
22 * * 
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Clar. In the next Room Come, Madam, Sylvie 
has a little Buſineſs. II fhew you ſome of the ſweeteſt, 
prettieſt-hgur'd China. E TSS 
I. Sad. My Dear, I wait on you. 


Enter Atall, as My. Freeman. | 

$yt. You' find, Sir, I have kept my Word in ſeeing 
you; tis all you yet have aſk'd of me: and when I know 
tis in my power to be more obliging, there's nothing 
you can command in Honour, I ſhall refuſe you. 

At. This generous Offer, Madam, is ſo high an Obli- 
gation, that it were almoſt mean in me to aſk a farther 
Favour.' (Death! what a Neck ſhe has !) But 'tis a Lo- 
ver's Merit to be a Miſer in his Wiſhes, and graſp at 
all Occaſions to enrich em.— I own I feel your Charms 
too ſenſibly prevail, but dare not give a Looſe to my 
ambitious Thoughts, till I have paſs'd one dreadful 
Doubt that ſhakes 'em. | 

Syl. If 'tis in my power to clear it, aſk me freely. 

At. I tremble at the 'Tryal; and yet methinks my 
Fears are vain: But yet to kill or cure 'em once for 
ever, be juſt and tell me; are you married ? 

Sy. if that can make you eaſy, No. | 
At. Tis Eaſe indeed nor are you promis'd, nor 
your Heart engag d ?: 

Hl. That's hard to tell you: But to be juſt, T own 
my Father has engag'd my Perſon to one I never ſaw, 
and my Heart I fear's inclining to one he never ſaw. 

At. O yet be merciful, and eaſe my Doubt; tell me the 
happy Man that his deſerv'd ſo exquiſite a Bleſſing. 

Sy/. That, Sir, requires ſonie Pauſe; 'tis the only 
Secret yet I can refuſe you: Firſt tell me why you're ſo 
inquiſitive, without letting me know the Condition of 

At. In every Circumſtance my Heart's the ſame with 
yours; tis promis d to one I never ſaw, by a command- 
1 who by my firm Hopes of Happineſs I am 
reſo 


lv'd to diſobey, unleſs your Cruelty prevents it. 
Sy. But — — would beggar me. 
At. Baniſh that Fear. I'm Heir to a Fortune nag 
up- 


» 
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ſupport you like yourſelf——May I not know your 
Family ? 

Sl. Yet you muſt not. 

At. Why that Nicety? Is not it in my power to 
enquire whoſe Houſe this is, when I am gone? 

Syl. And be never the wiſer : Theſe Lodgings are a 
F riend's and are only borrowed on this Occaſion : But 
to ſave you the trouble of any farther needleſs Queſti- 
ons, I will make you one Propoſal. I have a young 
Lady here within, who is the only Confidant of my 
Engagements to you: On her Opinion I rely; nor can 
you take it ill, if I make no farther Steps without it : 
"T would be miſerable indeed ſhou'd we both meet Beg- 
gars. I own your Actions and Appearance merit all you 
can defire ; let her be as well fatisfy'd of your Preten- 
fions and Condition, and you ſhall find it ſha*n't be a 
little Fortune ſhall make me ungrateful. | 

At. So generous an Offer exceeds my Hopes, 

Sy. Who's there? 

Enter Servant. 
Deſire my Couſin Clarinda to walk in. * 

At. Ha! Clarinda / If it ſhou'd be my Clatinda now, 
I'm in a ſweet Condition by all that's W the 
vo ſhe ; this was finely contriv'd of Fortune. 

Enter Clarinda. 

Clar. Defend me! Col. $ tandfaſt! She has cid 
diſcover'd my Affairs with him, and has a mind to inſult 
me by an affected Refignation of her Pretenſions to him 
I'll diſappoint her, I won't know him. 

Sy/. Couſin, pray, come forward; this is the Gentle- 
man I am ſo much oblig'd to—Sir, this Lady'is a Rela- 
tion of mine, and the Perſon we are ſpeaking of. 1 

At. I ſhall be proud to be better known among any 
of your Friends. [Salutes her, 

Clar. Soh ! he takes the Hint, I ſee, and ſeems not to 
know me neither: I know not what to think—perhaps 
ſhe's only jealous of him, and had a mind that my 
ſeeing her Engagement with him, ſhou'd occaſion a 
Breach between him and me—T am confounded! I hate 
both him and her. How uncor.cern'd he looks! Con- 
fuſion ! he addreſſes her —_— my Face. [A ſde. 


Lady 
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Lady Sadlife peeping in 

L. Sad. What do I ſee? The pleaſant young Fellow 
that talk'd with me in the Park juſt now! This is the 
luckieſt Accident ! I'muſt know a little more of him. 

\ | Retires. 

Syl. Couſin, and Mr. Freeman I think I need 
not make any Apology you both know the occa- 
ſion of my leaving you together in a Quarter of 
an Hour I'll wait on you again. [Exit Syl. 

At. So, I'm in a hopeful way now, Faith; but Buff s 
the word: I'll ſtand it. 

Clar. Mr. Freeman ! So; my Gentleman has chang'd 
his Name too! How harmleſs he looks I have 
my Senſes ſure, and Demureneſs of that Face 
looks as if he had a mi uade me out of 'em. I 
cou'd find in my heart to humour his Aſſurance, and 
ſee how far he'll carry it won't you pleaſe to ſit, 


Sir? [They fit. 
At. What the Devil can this mean ?—ſure ſhe has a 


mind to counterface me, and not know me too—with all 
my Heart: If her Ladyſhip won't know me, I'm ſure 
tis not n Buſineſs at this time to know her. 

Clar. Certainly that Face is Cannon Proof. [4/ige.. 

At. Now for a formal Speech, as if I had never ſeen 
Her in my Life before. — Madam —a hem! Madam, 
= a hem ! 

Car. Curſe of that ſteady Face. [A lide. 

At. I ſay, Madam, ſince I am an utter Stranger to you, 
Jam afraid it will be very difficult for me to offer you 
more Arguments than one to do me a Friendſhip with 
your Couſin; but if you are, as ſhe ſeems to own you, 
her real Friend, I preſume you can't give her a better 
Proof of your being ſo, than pleading the Cauſe of a 
ſincere 8 humble Lover, whoſe tender Wiſhes never 
can propoſe to taſte of Peace in Life without her. 

Clar. Umph !. — I'm choak'd. 

Ar. She gave me Hopes, that when I had fatisfied you 
of my Birth and Fortune, you wou'd do me the Honour 
to let me know her Name and Family. 

Clar, Sir, I muſt own you are the moſt perfect Maſter 
of your Art, that ever enter dd the * 
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At. Madam ! 


Clar. And I don't doubt but you'll find It a much 
eaſier taſk to impoſe upon my Couſin, than me. 

At. Impoſe, Madam! I ſhou'd be ſorry any thing I 
have ſaid could diſoblige you into ſuch hard Thoughts of 
me: Sure, Madam, you are under ſome Miſinformation. 

Clar. I was indeed, but now my Eyes are open 
for till this Minute I never knew that the gay Col. 
Standfaft, was the demure Mr. Freeman. 

At. Col. Standfaft | This is extremely dark, Madam. 

Clar. This Jeſt is tedious, Sir——Impudence grows 
dull, when 'tis ſo very extravagant. 

At. Madam, I am a Gentleman—but not yet wiſe 
enough, I find, to account for the Humours of a fine Lady. 
8 Car. Troth, Sir, on ſecond Thoughts I begin to be a 

little better reconcil'd to your Aſſurance ; tis in ſome ſort 
Modeſty to deny your ſelf; for to-own your Perjuries to my 
Face, had been an Inſolence tranſcendently provoking. 
At. Really, Madam, my not being able to apprehend 
one Word of all this is a great Inconvenience to my Af. 
fair with your Couſin: But if you will firſt go me the 
Honour to make me acquainted with her Ne and Fa- 
8 mily, I don't much care if I do take a little Pains after 
wards to come to a right Underſtanding with you. | 
Clar. Come! come! ſince you ſee this Aſſurance will 
do you no Good, you had better put on a ſimple honeſt 
Look, and generouſly conſeſs you Frailties: The ſame 
Slyneſs that deceiv'd me firſt, will ſtill find me Woman 
enough to pardon you. | E 
LL. _. 4r. That Bite won't do. [Aids.] Sure, Madam, 
- you miſtake me for ſome other Perſon ! 
Clar. Inſolent! audacious Villain! I am not to have 


my Senſes then | 
At. No. | 22 
Clar. And you are reſolved to ſtand it to the laſt ! 
HAN 4 At. The laſt Extremity. Ala. 


Clar. Well, Sir, fince you won't know yourſelf, tis 
poſſible at leaſt you may have ſome ſmall Acquaintance 
with the Perſon I take you for: It can do you no Harm, 
I preſume, to own you know Colonel Stand/afe. 

At. By all that's binding, I know no more of bim than 
you know of me. B 2 Clay, 


Clary. If you know as much, tis enough. 

| it - At. Never ſaw or heard of any ſuch Perſon, ſince I 
YT was born. 

14 Clar. Nay ! that's hard! And I muſt tell you, Sir, ſince 

| you will own nothing to me, I'll own ſomething to my 

Couſin for you: Ill take care ſhe ſhall know you perfectly. 

144 At. Be not ſo barbarous, Madam, without a Cauſe to 

1 miſrepreſent me, where my Soul moſt languiſhes to be 

| clearly known: Upon my Knees I beg you do not in a 

raſh Error of my Perſon fo apparent, blindly ruin me 

with the only Creature in whom my humble Heart has 
treaſur'd up its future Hopes of Happineſs. 
Clar. Poor little Malice, you think this ſtings me 
now; but you ſhall find I'm not ſo little Miſtreſs of my 
Heart, but I can ſtill recall 'it—and ſince you are ſo 
much a Stranger to Col: Standfaft, T'll tell you where 
to find him, and tell him this from me; I hate him, 
ſcorn, deteſt, and loath him : I never meant him but at 
beſt for my Diverſion, and ſhould he ever renew his dull 

Addreſſes to me, I'll have him uſed as his vain Inſolence 

deſerves. . Now, Sir, I have no more to ſay, and I de- 

fire you Hud leave the Houſe immediately. 

At. I wou'd not willingly diſoblige you, Madam, but 
*tis impoſſible to ſtir *till I have ſeen your Couſin, and 
clear'd myſelf of theſe ſtrange Aſperſions. | 

Clar. Don't flatter yourſelf, Sir, with ſo vain a Hope, 
for I muſt tell you once for all, you've ſeen the laſt of 
ber: And if you won't _ gone, you'll oblige me to 
have you forc'd away. 

At. I'll he even with you. [Ha] Well, Madam, 
1255 I find nothing can prevail upon your Cruelty, II 
take my Leave: But as you hope for Juſtice on the Man 
that wrongs you, at leaſt be faithful to your lovely Friend. 
And when you have nam'd to her my utmoſt Guilt, yet 
paint my Paſſion as it is, ſincere. Tell her what Ter- 
tures I endur'd in this ſevere Excluſion from her Sight, 
that till my Innocence is clear to her, and ſhe again 
receives me into Mercy, 

A mad Man's Fromey's Heawn to what I feel; 

The Wounds you give, tis He alone can heal. [Exit. 

Car: Moſt abandon'd Impudence ! And yet I know 

not 
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not which vexes me moſt, his out-facing my Senſes, or 
his infolent owning his Paſſion for my Couſin to my 
Face: "Tis impoſſible ſhe cou'd put him upon this, it 
-muſt be all his own ; but be it as it will, by all that's 
Woman [I'll have Revenge. [Exit. 

Re-enter Atall and Lady Sadlife at the other Side. 

At. Hey day] is there no way down Stairs here? Death! 
I can't find my way out ! 'This is the oddeſt Houſe. 

L. Sad. Here he is—T'll venture to paſs by him. 

At. Pray, Madam, which is the neareſt way out? 

L. Sad. Sir! ou. a 

At. O my Stars! is't you, Madam, this is fortunate 
indeed I beg you tell me, do you live here, Madam? 

L. Sad. Not very far off, Sir: But this is no Place to 
talk with you alone indeed I muſt beg your pardon. 

At. By all thoſe kindling Charms that fire my Soul, 
no Conſequence on Earth ſhall make me quit my hold, 
till you've given me ſome kind Aſſurance that I ſhall 
ſee you again, and. ſpeedily : I'gad I'll have one out of 
the Family at leaſt. 

L. Sad. O good, here's Company ! 4 

At. O do not rack me with delays, but quick, before 
this dear ſhort-liv'd Opportunity's loſt, inform me where 
you live, or kill me: To part with this ſoft white Hand is 
ten thouſand Daggers to my Heart. ¶ Kiſſing it eagerly. 
I. Sad. O lud! I am going home this minute: 

if you ſhou'd offer to dog my Chair, I proteſt I—— 
was ever ſuch — — | oh — 
Follow me down then. [ Exeunt. 

Re-enter Clarinda, and Sylvia. 

Sy/. Ha! ha! ha! 

Clar. Nay, you may * Madam, but what I tell 
you is true. | 

Syl. Ha! ha! ha! 

Clar. You don't believe me then. 

Sy/. I do believe, that when ſome Women are inclin'd 
to like a Man, nothing more palpably diſcovers it, than 
their railing at him; ha! ha Your Pardon, 
Couſin ; you know you laugh'd at me juſt now upon the 
fame occaſion. 

Clar. The occaſion's quite different, Madam; ] hate 

B 3 him, 
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him. And, once more I tell you, he's a Villain; you're 
impos d on. He's a Colonel of Foot, his Regiment's 
now in Spain, and his Name's Srandſa fd. 

Sy. But pray, good Couſin, whence had you this In- 
telligence of him? 

Ciar. From the ſame place that you had your falſe 
Account, Madam, his own Mouth. 

Sy/. Ay ! pray when 

Clar. This Day ſeven-night. 

Sy/. Where? 

Clar. In the next Room. 

SH. How came you to ſee him there? 

Clar. Becauſe there was Company in * 

Sl. What was his Buſineſs with 

Clar. — about the ſame, as 0 Buſineſs with you 

ove 

Sy. Love! to you! 

Clar. Me, Madam! Lord! What am I? Old! or a 
Monſter ! Is it ſo prodigious that a Man ſhould like me? 

$y/. No! but I'm amaz'd to think, if he had lik d 
you, he ſhou'd leave you ſo ſoon, for me! 

Clar. For you | Leave me for you! No, Madam, I 


** 


did not tell you that neither! Ha! ha! 


Sy. No! What made you fo violently angry with | 
him then ? Indeed, Couſin, you had better take ſome 
other fairer way; this Artifice is much too weak to make 


me break with him. But, however, to let you ſee I can. 
be {till a Friend; prove him to be what you ſay he is, 
and my Engaggments with him ſhall ſoon be over. 


Clar. Look you, Madam, not but 1 light the ten- 
dereſt of his Addreſſes ; but to convince you that my 
Vanity was not miſtaken in him, I'll write to him by 


the Name of Colonel Standfa/?, and do you the ſame by 


that of Freeman; and let's each appoint him to meet us 
at my Lady Sadlife's at the ſame time: If theſe appear 
two different Men, I think our Diſpute's eaſily at an 
end; if but one, and. he does not own all I've ſaid of 
him to your Face; I'll make you a very humble Curt'ſie, 
and beg your Pardon. 
Sy/. And if he does own it, I'll make your Ladyſhip 
the ſame Reverence, and beg yours, 2 
ten. 
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Enter Clerimont. | 


Clar. Pſhah ! he here | 
Clcr. Jam glad to find you in ſuch good Company 


Clar. One's ſeldom long in good Company, Sir. 

Cler. I am ſorry mine has been fo troubleſome of 
late; but I value your Eaſe at too high a rate, to diſturb 
it. | , | [Going, 
Sy/. Nay, Mr. Clerimont, upon my word, you ſhan't 
ſtir. Hark you—[#hi/pers] Your Pardon, Couſin. 

Clar. I muſt not loſe him neither.— Mr. Clerimont s 
way is, to be ſevere in his Conſtruction of People's 
Meaning. . 

Syl. I'll write my Letter, and be with you, Couſin. [ Ex. 

Cler. It was always my Principle, Madam, to have an 
humble Qpinion of my Merit; - when.a Woman of Senſe 
frowns upon me, I ought to think I deſerve it. 

Clar. But to expect to be always receiv'd with a 
Smile, I think, is having a very extraordinary Opinion 
of one's Merit. | 

Cler. We differ a little as to Fact, Madam: For theſe 
ten Days paſt, I have had no Diſtinction, but a ſevere 
Reſervedneſs. You did not uſe to be ſo ſparing of your 
Good humour; and while I ſee you gay to all * World 
but me, I can't but be a little concern d at the Change. 

Clar. If he has diſcover'd the Colonel now, I'm un- 
done ! he cou'd not meet him, fure-——I muſt hu- 
mour him a little. [Ad.] Men of your ſincere Tem- 
per, Mr. Clerimont, I own, don't always meet with the 
Page they deſerve: but Women areggiddy things, and 


had we no Errors to anſwer for, the Uſe of Good - nature 


in a Lover wou'd be loſt. Vanity is our inherent Weak- 

neſs: You muſt not chide, if we are ſometimes fonder 

of your Paſſions than your Prudence. Sr 
Cler. This Friendly Condeſcenſion makes me more 


your Slave than ever. O! yet be kind, and tell me, 


have I been tortur'd with a groundleſs Jealouſy? 

Clar. Let your own Heart be Judge hut don't 
take it ill if I leave you now: I have ſome earneſt 
Buſineſs with my Couſin Sy/via—But to-night at my 
Lady Dainty's, 1'll make you amends ; you'll he there. 

| B 4 Cler. 
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Cler, I need not promiſe you. 

Clar. Your Servant.—Ah! How eaſily is poor Sin- 
cerity impos'd on! Now for the Colonel. [ Afide. 

| | [ Exit. 

Cler. This unexpected Change of Humour more ſtirs 
my Jealouſy than all her late Severity.—I'Il watch her 
cloſe 


For He that from a juſt Reproach i is kind, 
|| Gives more Suſpicion of her guilty Mind, blind. 
| | And throws her Smiles, like Oy to ftr ihe the Lover 
=. 
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"ACT m. ScERNKE IL 


| Lady Dainty's Apartment: A Table, with 
Vials, Gallipots, Glaſſes, &c. 


- Lady Dainty, and Situp her Woman. 
L. D. S's } Situp | 

Sit. Madam! 

D. Thou art ſtrangely flow ; I told thee the Hart,, 
— T have the Vapours to that degree 

Sit. If your Ladyſhip would take my Advice, you 

ſhou'd e'en fling your Phyſick out of the Window; if 
you were not in perfect Health in three Days, I'd be 
bound to be ſiak for you. 

L. D. Peace, Goody Impertinence ! I tell thee, no 
Woman of is, or ſhou'd be in perfect Health— 
Huh! huh Wage hs 3 J To be always in Health, 

is as vulgar as to be always in Humour, and wou'd 
equally betray one's want of Wit and Breeding ; 'tis 
only fit for the clumſy State of a Citizen.—l am ready to 
faint under the very Idea of ſuch a barbarous Life. 
Where are the Fellows ? 
Sit. Here, Madam Enter two Footmen. 
L. D. Cæſar run to my Lady Round/ides ; deſire 


wo know bo the reſted; and tell her the Vice 


* 
2 * 
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of my Cold is abated : Huh ! huh ! Pcmpey, ſtep you 
to my Lady Killchairman's ; give my Service; ſay, I 
have been ſo embarraſs'd with the Spleen all this 
Morning, that I am under the greateſt Uncertainty in 
the World, whether I ſhall be able to ſtir out, or no— 


- And d'ye hear! defire to know how my Lord does, 


and the new Monkey [ Exeunt Footmen. 
Sit. In my Conſcience, theſe great Ladies make them- 


ſelves ſick to make themſelves Buſineſs ; and are well or 


ill, only in Ceremony to one another. [ 4/iae. 
L. D. Where's t'other Fellow ? | 
Sit. He is not return'd yet, Madam. 

L. D. *Tis indeed a ftrange Lump, not fit to carry 

a Diſeaſe to any body: I ſent him tother day to the 

Dutcheſs of Diet-Drink with the Cholick, and the Brute 

Put it into his own Tramontane Language, and call'd it the 

Belly-Ach Never was Creature under ſuch Confuſion, 

fure! At my next Viſit, half the Company ſaluted me 

upon it.— I was forced to explain the Booby's Meaning, 

leſt they ſhould have ſuppos'd the Delicacy of my Con- 

ſtitution capable of ſo vulgar a Diſeaſe : A buh! huh! 
Sit. 1 wiſh your Ladyſhip had not Occaſion to ſend 


L. D. Thy part !—Pr'ythee! thou wert made of the 
rough Maſculine kind; — tis betraying our Sex not to be 


ſickly, and tender. All the Families I viſit, have ſome- 


diſpoſition ; you ſee, even in the Men, a genteel (as it 
were) Stagger, or Twine of the Bodies; as if t ere 
not yet confirm'd enough for the rough laborious Exerciſe 
of Walking, a lazy Saunter in their Motion, ſomethi 
ſo Quality! and their Voices ſo ſoft and low, you'd thi 
they were falling aſleep, they are ſo very delicate. 

Sit. But methinks, Madam, it wou'd be better if the 
Men were not altogether ſo tender. 

L. D. Indeed; I have ſometimes wiſh'd the Creatures 
were not, but that the Niceneſs of their Frame ſo much 


thing deriv'd to em from the elegant pice w_ of In- 


diſtinguiſhes em from the Herd of common People: 


Nay, ev'n moſt of their Diſeaſes, you ſee, are not pro- 
phan'd by pr Croud : The Apoplexy; the Gout, and Va- 
pours, are all peculiar to the Nobility.— Huh out 
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and I could almoſt wiſh, that Clas were only ours 
there's ſomething in em ſo genteel, ſo agreeably. 
diſordering Bh! hah ! 

Sit. That, I hope, I ſhall. never be fit for 'em—Your 
Ladyſhip forgot the Splren. 

I. D. Oh!——my dear — I grudge That 
ev'n to ſome of Us. 

Sit. I knew an Ironmonger' s Wife in this City, that 
was mightily troubled with it. 

L. D. Foh! What a Creature has thou nam'd! An 
Ironmonger's Wife have the Syleen ! Thou might'ſt as 
well have ſaid, her Huſband was a ſine Gentleman; not 
but thoſe Wretches give themſelves the Air of fllowing 
us in every thi they dreſs, e, viſit, hate their 
Huſbands, n and — on as far as ſimple 
Nature can: But then the Creatures are ſo fond of N oiſe, 


and Merry- making, that the Delicacy of the Spleen can't 


bear their Barbarity; and, therefore, never does em 
the Honour to viſit em. I profeſs—I feel it, while 
I commend it Give me ſomething. 
Sit. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to take any of the 
Steel Drops ? or the Balla or the Electuary? or 
L. D. This Wench will ſmother me with Queſtions, 


-—huh! huh! Bring any of em — Theſe healthy Sluts 


are ſo boiſterous, they iplit one's Brains: I fancy myſelf 
in an Inn, while ſhe talks to me—I muſt have ſome de- 


cay'd Perſon of Quality about me : For the Commons of 


England are the ſtrangeſt Creatures, ——huk ! hun! 
Enter Servant. 
Ser.. Mrs. Sylvia, Madam, is come to wait upon your 


Ladyſhip. 


L. D. Defire her to walk in ;—let the Phyſick alone: 
I'll take a little of her Company; ſhe's mighty * 


dor the Spleen, 
Enter Sylvia. 


9. Dear Lady. Dainty /! 

L. D. My good Creature, I'm over-joy'd to ſee you 
Huh! huh! 

Sl. I am ſorry to ſee your Ladyſhip wrapt up thus: 
? was in hopes to haye —_ your 9 to the Indian 


e. 
1 | | L. D. 


* 
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L. D. If any thing could tempt me abroad, *twou'd 
be that Place, and ſuch agreeable Company: but how 
came you, dear Sylvia, to be reconcil'd to any thing in 
an Iudian Houſe? You us'd to have a molt barbarous 
Inclination for our own odious Manufactures. 

Sy/.- Nay, Madam, I am only going to recruit my 
Tea-Table: As to the reſt of their Trumpery, Lam as 
much out of Humour with it as ever. 

L. D. How can a Woman of Taſte, as yon are, be 
pleas'd with any thing that's common? There is a pe- 
culiar Air in every thing that's foreign, 

4 I fancy your Ladyſhip hates your own Country, 
as ſome Women do their Huſbands, only for being too 
near 'em. . 

L. D. And is not that a very good Reaſon? For, 
don't you find, it holds from moſt Huſbands to their 
Wives too: I hate any thing that's to be had like a 
Pound of Sugar at every Grocer's: I am ready to ſwoon 
at the fulſom Shops upon Ludgate- hill; and wou'd no 
more have my Equipage in an £xg/;/> Dreſs, than of an 
Engli Birth or Education. | | 

Sy7. Now, I think, our own Habits and Servants are 
as 2 N and. uſeful as any. 

D. Uſeful! O deplorable! What a Trade's-man's 
Reaſon, my Dear, do you give? How inſipid wow'd Life 
be, if we had nothing about us but what was neceſlary? 
Can you ſuppoſe ſo many Women of Quality wou'd run 
mad after Monkeys, Squirrels, Paroquets, Dutch Dogs, 
and Eunuchs, but that they are of no manner of uſe in 
the World! | PT 

Sy]. No for that Reaſon, I like none of em all. 

L. D. How! Why, are not you ſtruck with the Mag-- 
nificence of a foreign Equipage? as Sabi, Porters, French 
Cooks and Footmen, Lalian Singers, Tarkiſo:Coach-men,. 
and Indian Pages? | 5 

Sy/. Very Geographical indeed? 

L. D. Does not my Lord. Oztfide's touch you? 

Syl. It did ſurpriae me at firſt, I own : For his fright- 
ful Blackmoor Coach · man, with his flat Noſe, and great 
Silver Collar, made me fancy they had dreſs d up a Dutch 
Maſtiff, and I expected every Minute to hear him bark 
at his Horſes. J | L. D. 
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L. D. Well, thou art a pleaſant Creature, thy Diſ- 


taſte is ſo diverting! 
H.. And your Ladyſhip i is ſo expenſive, that ey I 


am not able to come into it. 


L. D. Now it is to me prodigious | how fo Wo- 
men can muddle away their Money upon Houſwifery, 


Children, Books, and Charities, when there are ſo many 


well bred Ways, and foreign Curioſities, that more ele- 


- gantly require it—T have every Morning the Rarities of 
all Countries brought to me, and am in love with every 


new thing I ſee—Are the People come yet, Situp ? 
Sit. They have been below, Madam, this half hour. 
L. D. Diſpoſe em in the Parlour, and we'll be there 

preſently. ; [Exit. Sit. 
Hl. How can your Ladyſhip take ſach pleaſure in 

Wn cheated with the Bawbles of other Countries? 
L. D. Thou art a very Infidel to all Finery. 
Sy. And you are a very Bigot- 
L. D. A Perſon of all Reaſon, and no Complaiſance. 


Sy. And your Ladyſhip all Complaiſance, and no 


Reaſon. 

L. D. Follow me, and be converted. [Exeunt. 
Re-enter Situp, a Woman with China Ware ; an Indian 

Man with Screens, Tea, &c. a Birdman with a Pa- 
. roquet, Monkey, Cc. 

Sits Come ! come into this Room. 

Chin. W. I hope your Ladyſhip's Lady won't be long 
2 comi 

Sit. J don't care if ſhe never comes to you, —lIt 


ſeems you trade with the Ladies for old Cloaths, and 


give em China for their gowns and Petticoats. I'm 


like to have a fine time on't with ſuch. Creatures as you 


indeed. 

Chi.” Alas! Madam, I'm but a poor Woman, and 
am forc'd to do any thing to live: Will your Ladyſhip 
be pleas'd to accept of a Piece of China ? 

Sit. Puh] no;—TI don't care. —Tho' I muſt needs. 


fay, you look like an honeſt Woman. [ Looks on it. 


Chi. Thank you, good Madam. 
Sit. Our Places are like to come to a ſine paſs indeed, 


if cur Ladics maſt bey her Chia with our Perquilte 
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At this rate, my Lady ſha'n't have an old Fan, or a 
Glove ; but 


Chi. Pray, Madam, take it. 


Sit. No, not I; I won't have it, eſpecially without a 
Saucer to't. Here, take it again. 


Chi. Indeed you ſhall accept of it. 
Sit. Not I, truly Come, give it me, give it 
me; here's my Lady. 
Enter Lady Dainty and Sylvia. 
L. D. Well, my Dear, is not this a pretty Sight now ? 
Sl. It's better than fo many Doctors and Apothe- 
caries, indeed. 


L. D. All Trades. muſt live, you know ; ad thoſe 


no more than theſe could ſubſiſt, if the World were all 
wiſe, or healthy. 


H.. I'm afraid our real Diſeaſes are but few to our imagi- 


nary, and Doctors get more by the Sound than the Sickly, 


L. D. My Dear, you're allow'd to ſay any thing 
but now I muſt talk with the People. Have you 


got any thing there? 
Chi. 


% Faun pleaſe your Ladyſkip. 
* Bird. 

L. D. One at once. 

Bird. I have brought your Ladyſhip the fine Mon- 
ke 

55 What a filthy Thing it is! 

L. D. I now think he looks very humorous and agree- 
able——1I vow in a white Periwig he might do Miſ- 
chief ; cou'd he but talk, and take Snuff, there's ne” er a 
Fop in Town wou'd go go beyond him. 

95 Moſt Fops would go farther if they did not ſpeak ; 


but talking, indeed, makes em very often worſe Com- 


pany than Monkeys. 
I. D. Thou pretty little Picture of Man how 
very Indian he looks ! I cou'd kiſs the dear Creature. 
Sl. Ah! don't touch him, he'll bite. 
Bird. No, Madam, he is the tameſt you ever ſaw, 


and the leaſt Rn 


I. P. Then take him away, I won't have him, for 
MiſchieF 


3 
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rot ſure of a Moment's Life without you. 
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- Miſchief is the Wit of a Monkey, and I wou'd not give a 


Farthing for one that-wou'd not break me three or four 
Pounds worth of China in a Morning. O! I am inlove 
with theſe Ju. lian Figures—do but obſerve what an inno- 
cent natural Simplicity there is in all the Actions of em. 


Chi. Theſe are Pagods, Madam, that the Indians 


worſhip. 
I. D. So far I am an Indar. a 
Sy. Now to me they are all Monſters. 
L. D. Prophane Creature I wou'd fain buy ſome 


of the Jrmenians ; but Amber Necklaces are ſuch odd 


Things; they are the only People that come ſo far, and 
bring no Rarities with em — Oh! Here S:itup ſhall. 
wear one. 

Sit. Lord]! Dear Madam, I ſhall make ſuch a Fipure,. 
People will think I am going to dine with my Lady 
Mayoreſs. 

Chi. Is your Ladyſhip as a Piece of right Flanders 
Lace ? | 

L. D. Um——no, * for it now ne 
prohibited. 

Ind. Will your Ladyſhip be pleas'd to have a Pound 
of fine Tea? 

L. D. What, filthy odious Bohea, I ſuppoſe. 

Ind. No, Madam, right Kappatawawa. 

L. D. Well, there's ſomething in the very Sound of that 
Name, that makes it irreſiſtible———W hat is't a Pound ? 

Ind. But fix Guineas, Madam. 

L. D. How infinitely cheap! I'll buy it all. 

Sit. Take the Man in and pay him, 294 let the ond 
call again To-morrow. 


Omn, Bleſs your Ladyſhip. 
[Ex. Chi. Ind. Arm. and Bird; 


L. D. Lord ! how feveriſh I am the leaſt Motion, 
does ſo diſorder me——do but feel me. 
$y/. No really; I think you are in very good Temper. 
L. D. Burning, indeed, Child. 
Enter Servant, Doctor and Apothecary. 
Serv. Madam, here's Doctor. Bolus and the Apothecary. 
L. D. Oh! Doctor, I'm glad you're come, one 18 


7 
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Dr. How did your Ladyſhip reſt, Madam? 

Feels ber Pulſe. 

L. D. Never worſe, indeed Doctor: J once fell into a. 
little lumber indeed, but then was diſturb'd by the moſt: 
odious frightful Pream: I dreamt there was an impudent 
Fellow that came into my Chamber with his Sword drawn, 
and ſwore he would marry me whether I won'd or no; 
and ſo methought I flew out of the Room, and the hor- 
rid Creature purſu'd me taa vaſt great thorny Wood, and 
the Briars did ſo ſtick in my Cloaths, and I pull'd and 
was ſo out of Breath; and then methought upon a ſud- 
den he chang'd into a. great roaring mad Bull, and then 
methought I ran, and ran, and ran, and my Legs did ſo- 
ach, that if the Fright had not waken'd me, I had cer- 
tainly periſh'd in my Sleep with the Apprehenſion. 

Dr. A certain Sign of a diſorder'd Brain, Madam, but 
Fll order ſomething that ſhall compoſe your Ladyſhip. 
L. D. Mr. Rhubarb, 1 muſt quarrel with you 
you don't diſguiſe your Medicines enough, they taſte all 
Phyſick ; in a little time you H bring me to take plain 

Huh! hub! 

Rhub. To alter it more might offend the Operation, 
Madam. 

L. D. I don't care what is offended, ſo my Taſte i is 
not. 

Dr. Hark you, Mr. Rhubarb, withdraw the Medicine 


rather than not make it pleaſant ; ; Fl find a Reaſon for 


the want of its Operation. 
Rhub. But, Sir, if we don't look about us ſhe'll grow- 


well upon our Hands. 


Dr. Never fear that, ſhe's too much a Woman of Qua- 


lity to dare to be well without her Doctor's Opinion. 


Rhub. Sir, we have drain'd the whole Catalogue of 
Diſeaſes already, there is not another left to put n. 
Head. 

Dr. Then 1'll make her go em over again. 

Enter Careleſs. 

e So! here's the old Levee! Doctor and Apothe- 
cary in cloſe Conſultation : Now will I demoliſh the 
Quack and his Medicines before her Face Mr. Rhen- 


| barb, your Servant, pray ö 


Hand chere? 


\ 


40 The DovsLze GALLANT: Or, 


bub. Only a Julep and compoſing Draught for my 
Lady, Sir. 
Care. Have you fo, Sir——pray let me fee——T'll 
preſcribe to day Doctor you may go——the Lady 
mall take no Phyſick at preſent but me. 
Dr. Si 
Care. Nay, if you won't believe m | 
— 8 [Breaks the Via. 
L.D. ' Frighted, and leaning upon Syl. 
Dr. Come away, Mr. Rheubark—he'l 1 * 
Her out of Order, and then ſhe'll ſend for us again. | 
| [Ex. Doctor and Apoth. þ 
Care. You ſee, Madam, what Pains I take to come 
into your Favour. _ 
L. D. You take 
you, Sir. 
Care. I can't tell how I ſucceed, but I am ſure I en- 
deavour right, for I ſtudy every Morning new Imperti- 
nence to entertain you ; for ſince I find nothing but 
Dogs, Doctors and Monkeys are your Favourites, it's 7 
very hard if your Ladyſhip won't admit me as one of 
the Number. | | 
L. D. When I find you of an equal Merit with my 
Monkey, you ſhall be in the ſame State of Favour: I 
confeſs, as a Proof of your Wit, you have done me as 
much Miſchief here: But you have not half Pugg's 
Judgment, nor his Spirit; for that Creature will do a « 
World of pleaſant Things, without caring whether one 7 
Tikes 'em or not. 
Care. Why truly, Madam, the little Gentleman my 
Rival, I believe is much in the right on't ; and if you 
obſerve, I have taken as much Pains of late to diſoblige, 
as to pleaſe you. | * 
1 I. D. You ſucceed better in one than t'other I can 
Ci tell you, Sir. | | 
Care. I am glad on't——for. if you had not me now 
and then to plague you, what wou'd you'do for a Pre- 
tence to be chagreen, to faint, have the Spleen, the 
. Vapours, and all thoſe modiſh Diſorders that ſo nicely 
diſtinguiſh a Woman of Quality? 
L. D. I am perfectly confounded.! Certainly there are 
ſome People too impudent for our Reſentment. Care, 


„* 


a very prepoſtorous Way I can teil 


The Sick Lady's Cure. 41 

Care. Modeſty's a ſtarving Virtue, Madam, an old 
threadbare Faſhion of the laſt Age, and wou'd fit as oddly 
upon a Lover now as a picked Beard and Muſtachoes. 

L. D. Moſt aſtoniſhing ! 

Care, I have try'd ſighing and looking filly a great 
while, but 'twou'd: not do——nay, had you had as little 
Wit as Good-nature, ſhou'd have proceeded to dance 
and fing Tell me but how, what Face or Form can 
worſhip you, and behold your Votary. 

L. D. Not, Sir, as the Per/fians do the Sun, wh 
your Face towards me: The beſt Proof you can give 
me of your horrid Devotion, is never to ſee me more. 


Come, my Dear. Ex. with Sylvia. 
Sy/v. I'm amaz'd fo mack Aſſurance ſhou'd not ſuc- 
ceed. [ Exit. 


Care. Alt this ſhan't make me out of love with my 


| Virtue—Impudence has ever been a ſucceſsful Quality 


and 'twou'd be hard indeed if I ſhou'd be the firſt that 
did not thrive by it. [Exit, 


SCENE, Clerimont's Lodgings. 
Enter Atall, and Finder his Man. 


At. You are ſure you know the Houſe again ? 

Fin. Ah! as well as I do the Upper Gallery, Sir 3 
"Tis Sir Solomon Sadlife's, at the two Glaſs Lanthorns, 
within three Doors of my Lord Duke's. 

At. Very well, Sir, then take this Letter, inquire for 
my Lady Sadlife's Woman, and ſtay for an Anſwer. 

Fin. Yes, Sir. [ Exit. 
At. Well, I find 'tis as ridiculous to propoſe Pleaſure 
in Love without Variety of Miſtreſſes, as to pretend-to 
be a keen Sportſman without a good Stable of Horſes + 
We may talk what we will, but I ſay we love as We 


hunt, for Pleaſure ; and he's likelieſt to ſee moſt of the 


Sport I'm ſure that has a good led Nag in the Field: 


How this Lady may prove I can't tell, but if ſhe is 


not a Deedy Tit at the Bottom, I'm no Jockey. 
Re- enter Finder. 
Fin, Sir, here are two Letters for you. 
At. Who brought 'em ? 
Fin. A Couple of F cotmen, and they both defire an 
Anſwer. At. 
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At. Bid 'em ſtay, and do you make haſte where I or- 
der'd you. 

Fin, Yes, Sir. [Exit. 

At. To Col. Stand/aſi—that's Clarinda's Ha — 
To Mr. Freeman that muſt be my ucognita. Ah! 
I have moſt mind to open this firſt: But if t'other ma- 
licious Creature ſhou'd have perverted her growing Incli- 
nations to me, 'twould put my whole Frame in a Trem- 
bling. Hold, I'll gueſs my Fate by Degrees—this may 
give me a Glimpſe of it. [Reads Clar. Lerter.] Um 
m -m ha! e m#t her at my Lady Sadlife's 
at Seven a-Clock to-night, and takes no manner of Notice of 
my late diſcwning myſelf to her———ſomething's at the 
Bottom of all this now to ſolve the Riddle. [ Reads 
Pether Leiter.) My Coufin Clarinda has told ſome Things 
of you that very much alarm me; but I am willing 
& ſuſpend my Belicf of them *till 1 fee you, which I de- 
fire may be at my Lady Sadlife's- at Seven this Evening. 
5 The Devil! the ſame Place ; 

s you value the real Friendſhip of your Incognita. 

So now the Riddle's out, the Rival Queens are fairly 
come to a Reference, and one or both of em I muſt. 
boſe, that's poſitive !———Hard 1 
ö Enter Clerimont. 5 | 

Hard Fortune] Now poor Impudence what will become 
of thee? O Clerimont ! ſuch a Complication of Adven- 
tures fince I ſaw thee, ſuch ſweet Hopes, Fears and un- 
accountable Difficulties, ſure never poor Dog was ſur- 
- Founded with. | 
_ Chr, O] you are an induſtrious Perſon, you'll get 

over 'em. But pray let's hear. 
At. To begin then in the Climax of my Misfortunes :. 
in the firſt Place, the private Lodgings that my Vrcognita 
appointed to receive me in, prove to be the very indivi- 
dual Habitation of my other Miſtreſs, whom (to compleat 
the Blunder of my ill Luck) ſhe civilly introduced in Per- 
ſon to recommend me to her better Acquaintance. 

Cler. Ha ! ha! Death! how cou'd you ſtand 'em both. 
together ? | 

At. The old Way——Buff-—T ſtuck like a Burr to 
my Name of Freeman, addreſs'd my Incogrita ge 
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other's Face, and with a moſt unmov'd good Breeding, 
harmleſly faced her down I had never ſeen her in my 
Life before. 

Cler. The prettieſt Modeſty I ever heard of: Well, 


but how did they diſcover you at laſt ? 


At. Why faith, the Matter's in Suſpence, and I finÞ 
by both their Letters that they don't yet well know what 
to think ; (but to go on with my Luck) you muſt know 
they have fince both no me, by ſeveral Names, 
to meet 'em at one and the ſame Place at Seven a-Clock 
this Evening. 

Cler. Ah! 

At. And laſtly to crown my Fortune, (as if the Devil 
himſelf moſt triumphantly rode a ſtraddle upon my Ruin) 
the fatal Place of their Appointment happens to be the 


very Houſe of a third Lady, with whom I made an Ac- 


quaintance ſince Morning, and had juſt before ſent Word 
I wou'd viſit near the ſame Hour this Evening. 
Cler. O] Murder! Poor Aral! thou art really fallen 


under the laſt Degree of Compaſſion. 


At. And yet, with a little of thy Aſſiſtance, in the 
Middle of their ſmall Shot, I don't ſtill deſpair of hold- 
ing my Head above Water. 

Cher You muſt think me barbarous indeed, if in ſuch: 
Diſtreſs I ſhou'd not throw out a Rope to fave You—— 
not that I can imagine what you propoſe; for I dare 
ſwear thou doſt not deſign to marry any one of em. | 

At. Shou'd my Incognita's Birth prove equal to her 
Beauty, I tremble to tell thee what might become of me. 

Cl:r. Why then you had as good quit ber, Friend. 
noW. 

At. No, no, that is not ſafe neither and if I don t 


keep in with her, Intimacy will certainly give her Oppor- 


tunities of ſpoiling my Market with her Rival. =» 

Cler. Death! but vou can't meet em both, you muſt 
loſe one of em, unleſs you can ſplit yourſelf. 

At. Pr'ythee don't ſuſpect my Courage or Modeſty, 
for I'm reſolv'd.to go on, if you ſtand by me. 

Cler. Faith, my very Curioſity would make me do 
that-———but what can I do ? 

A}. You muſt appear for me open Occain in Perf 

| er. 
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Cler! With all my Heart What elſe ? 

At. I ſhall want a Queen's Meſſenger in my re, 
or rather one that can perſonate one. 

Cler. That's eaſily found but what to do? 

At. Come along, and I'II tell you for firſt I muft 
anſwer their Letters. 

Cler. Thou art an Original, faith. [Exeunt, 


The SCENE changes to Sir Solomon“. 
Enter Sir Solomon leading Lady Sadlife, and Wiſhwell 


her Woman, 


Sir Sol. There, Madam, let me have no more of theſe 
Airings no Good, I'm ſure, can keep a Woman 
five or ſix Hours abroad in a Morning. 

L. Sad. You deny me all the innocent Freedoms of Life. 

Sir Sol. Hah! you have the modiſh Cant of this End 

of the Town, I ſee: Intriguing, Gaming, Gadding, and 
Party-Quarries with a Pox to 'em, are innocent Free- 
doms, forſooth. 
I. Sad. I don't know what you mean, I'm ſure I have 
not one Acquaintance in the World that does an ill Thing. 

. Sir Sol. They muſt be better look'd after than your 
Ladyſhip then ; "Has I'll mend my Hand as faſt as I can: 
Do you look to your — henceforward, and I'll 

take care of your Perſon. 

L. Sad. You wrong my Virtue with theſe unjuſt 
Suſpicions. 


Sir Sol. Ay, it's no Matter for that ; better I wrong it 


than you. I'll ſecure my Doors for this Day at leaſt. ¶ Ex. 
L. Sad. O! Wifawell what ſhall I do? 
Wih. What's the Matter, Madam? 
L. Sad. I expect a Letter from a Gentleman every 
Minute, and if it ſhou'd fall into Sir Solomon's Hands, 
I'm ruin'd paſt Redemption. 

 WWih, He won't ſuſpett it, Madam, ſure, if they are 
directed to me, as they uſed to be. 
I. Sad. But his Jealouſy s grown ſo violent of late, 
there's no truſting to it now; if he meets it I ſhall be 
lock'd up for ever. 

Miß. O dear, Madam! I vow your Ladyſhip frights 
Mmem——"W hy, he'll kill me for Keeping Counſel. 8 
N Sad. 


* 


The Sick Lady's Curt. 45 
L. Sad. Run to the Window, quick, and watch the 
Meſſenger. [Exit Wiſh.] Ah! there's my Ruin near. 
I feel it. / knocking at the Door:) What ſhall L 
do ? Be very inſolent, or very humble, and cry. I 
have known ſome Women, upon theſe Occaſions, out- 
ſtrut their Huſband's Jealouſy, and make *em aſk Pardon 
for finding em out——O Lud! here he comes 
can't dot, my Courage fails me——l muſt ev 'n ſtick to 
my Handkerchief, and truſt to Nature. 
Re-enter Sir Solomon, taking a Letter from Finder. 
Sir Sol. Sir, I ſhall make bold to read this Letter; and, 
if you have a mind to fave your Bones, there's your Way 
out, 
Find. O terrible! I ſhan't have a whole one in my 
Skin when I come home to my Maſter Exit Finder. 
L. Sad. [ Aſide.] I'm loſt for ever. At 
Sir Sol. [ Reads.) © Pardon, moſt Divine Creature, 
„ the Impatience of my Heart; 
Very well! theſe are her innocent Freedoms ! ah! 


Cockatrice ! which languiſhes for an Oppor- 
9 2 to convince you of its Sin- 
« cerity A 
O the tender Son of a Whore ! 


which nothing cou'd relieve but 
the ſweet hope of ſeeing you this 
| Evening. 

Poor Lady 0 Virtue I have wrong'd with urjuſt 
Suſpucions ! | 
L. Sad. I'm ready to ſink with Apprehenſion ! 
Sir Sol. “ To night, at Seven, expect your 

dying Strepbon. 
Die, and be damn'd ; for I'll remove your Comforter,' 


by cutting her Throat I cou'd. find in my Heart 
to ram his impudent Letter into her Windpipe — 
Ha! what's this 


« To Mrs. Wifwell, my Lady 
« Sadlife's Woman. 
Ad, I'm glad of it with all my Heart — What a 


bappy Thing tis to have one's Jealouſy diſappointed { 
Now have I been curſing my poor Wife for the 
miſtaken Wickedneſs of that Trollop———Tis well I 


kept 
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my Thoughts'to myſelf : For the Virtue of a Wife, 
when — accus d, is moſt — inſolent 
Come, I'll do a great Thing——1'll kiſs her 
and make her amends———— What's the Matter, my 
Dear? Has any Thing frighted you? 

L. Sad. Nothing — your hard Uſage. 

Sir Sol. Come] come! dry thy Tears, it ſhall be ſo 
no more——But, hark ye! I have made a Diſcovery 
here. Your #;5/well I'm afraid is a Slut... 
She has an Intrigue. 

L. Sad. An Intrigue! Heav'ns, in our Family! | 

Sir Sol. Read there———1 wiſh ſhe be honeſt 

L. Sad. How ! if there be the leaſt Ground to 
think it, Sir So/omon, poſitively ſhe ſhan't ſtay a Minute 
in the Houſe——_—— [mpudent Creature have an Af- 
fair with a Man ! 

Sir Sol. But hold, my Dear—— don't let your Virtue 
cenſure too ſeverely neither. 

L. Sed. I ſhudder at the Thoughts of her. 

Sir Sol. Patience, I ſay, how do you know but his 
Courtſhip may be honourable ? 

L. Sad. That, indeed, requires ſome Pauſe. 

With. 4 [Peeping in.] So] all's ſafe I ſee 
He thinks the Letter's to me — 0 good Madam 
— —that Letter was to me the Fellow ſays—I 
wonder, Sir, how you-cou'd ferve one ſo; if my Sweet- 
heart ſhou'd hear you had open'd it, I know he wou'd 
- Not have me; ſo he wou'd not. 

Sir Sal. Never fear that, for if he is in love with you, 
he's too much a Fool to value being laugh'd at. 

L. Sad. If it be yours, here take your Stuff; and 
next time bid him take better Care, than to ſend his 
Letters ſo publickly. 

Wiſh. Yes, Madam; but now your Ladyſhip has 
read it, I'd feign beg the Honour of Sir Solomon to an- 
ſwer it for me; for I can't write. 

L. Sad. Not write 

Sir Sol. Nay, he thinks ſhe's above that I ſuppoſe ; 
for he calls her divine Creature——A pretty Piece - 
Divinity truly But come, my Dear ——Egad, we 
anſwer it for her. Here's Faper—you hall dot, 

ad, 


=_ ————— 
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L. Sad. I, Sir Solamon ! Lord, I won't write to Fellows, 
not I— I hope he won't take me at my Word. [ 4/iae. 
Sir Sol. Nay, you ſhall do ii come, 'ewill get her 
a good Huſband. 
With. Ay | Pray, good Madam, do- - 
Sir Sal. Ah! how eager the Jade is ! - - 
L. Sad. I can't tell how to write to any body but you, 
my Dear. 
Ms Sol. Well! well! I'll difate then Come, 
in 
IL. Sad, Lord ! this is the oddeſt Fancy ! | 
| [Sits to aurite. 
Sir So. Come! come! Dear Sir; (for we'll be as: 
loving as he for his Ears.) 
Wiſh. No, pray, Madam, Dear Hon * 
My deareſt Angel. ww 7 
L. Sad. Out! you Fool! you mal not be fo fond 
Dear Sir is very well. iritei. 
Sir Sol. Ay! ay! ſo 'tis; but theſe young Fillies are 
for ſetting out at the Tap of their Speed———But 
pr'ythee, M iſhavell, what is thy Lover? for the Style 
of his Letter may ſerve for a Counteſs. 
Wi/h. Sir, he's but a Butler at preſent ; but he's a 


good Schollard, as you may ſee, by his Hand-writing ; 


and in time may come to be a Steward; and then we 
ſhan't be long without a Coach, Sir. 
L. Sad. Dear Sir What muſt I write next? 


Sir Sol, Why——— [Mufing. 
Vifh. Hoping you are in good Health, as I am at 
this preſent Writing. 


Sir So/. You Puppy, be” 1 laugh at you. ud 

Wißb. Im ſure my Mother us'dto begin all her 1 

Sir Sal. And thou art every Inch of thee her own 
Daughter, that I'll ſay for thee. 

L. Sad. Come, I have done't [Reads.) © Dear 
% Sir, ſhe muſt have very little Me: it that is inſenſible 
« of yours. 

Sir Sol. Top well, faith ! write all yourſelf. 

Wiſk. Ay | good Madam, do; that's better thay e 


hut pray, dear Madam, let it end with, Se rel 


your deareſt loving Friend, "tit Death us ds part. 
| | L, Sad, 


ct th ate Me 6 
0 „ 
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L. Sad. [ Aſide.] This abſurd Slut will make me anti 
Out. 

Sir Sol. But heark you, Huſſy; ſuppoſe now you 
ſhou'd be a little ſcornful and inſolent to ſhew your Breed- 
ing, and a little ill natur'd in it to ſhew your Wit. 

Wiſh: Ay, Sir | that is, if I deſign'd him for my Gal- 
lant: But ſmoe he is to be but my Huſband, I muſt be 
very good-natur'd and civil before I have him; and huff 
him, and ſhew my Wit after. 

Sir Sol. Here's a Jade for you! [4/de.] But why 
muſt you huff your Huſband, Huſly ? 

mis. O Sir! that's to give him a good Opinion of 
my Virtne ; for you know, Sir, a Huſband can't think 
one cou'd be ſo very domineering, if one were not very 
honeſt. 

Sir Sol. 'Sbud ! this Fool, in my Conſcience, _— 
the Senſe of the whole Sex. 

Wiſh. Then, Sir, I have been told, that a 2 
loves one the better, the more one hectors him, as a Spa- 


niel does the more one beats him. 


Sir Sol. Hah! thy Huſband will 11255 a bleſſed Time 
on 25 


L. Sad. So! I have done. 
 Wihh. O pray, Madam, read it. 
L. Sad. [ Reads. Þ * Dear Sir she muſt have very 
« little Merit that is inſenſible of yours; and while 
«© you continue to love, and tell me ſo, expect what- 
ever you can hope from ſo much Wit, and ſuch 
25 ze Sincerity—At the Hour you mention, 
* you will be truly welcome to your paſſionate 
1775. Oh! Madam! it is not half find enough ; 
ray put in ſome more Dears. 
Sir Set. Ay! ay! ſweeten it wel! let it be all 
Syrup———with a Pox to her. 
| Wis. Every Line ſhou'd have a dear feet Sir in it ; 
fo it ſhou'd He'll think I don't love him elſe. 
Sir Scl. Poor Moppet ! 
L. Sad. No! no! 'tis better now Well, what 
muſt be at the Bottom to anſwer Strephon ? 
Sir Sol. Pray let her divine Ladyſhip ſign Abigail. 
Wiſh. No; pray, Madam, put down Liſpamintba. 
Sir Sol. Liſhamintha ! L. Sad. 
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L. Sad. No, COme—]'ll write Cælia. Here, 
go in, and ſeal it. 
Sir S/. Ay, come! I'll lend you a Well that he 
mayn't wait for your Divinityſhip. 
Wikh. Pſhah ! you always flout one ſo. 
[Exit Sir Sol. and Wiſh. 
L. Sad. So! this is luckily over. Well! I ſee a 
Woman ſhou'd never be diſcourag'd from coming off 


at the greateſt Plunge: For tho' I was half dead with 
the Fright, yet now I'm a little recover'd, I — 


That Apprehenſion does the Bliſs endear ; 
The real _ s 2 to the Fear. 


4 NG” N I SN Ye 


ACT IV. EEE I. 


Sir Solomon's. 
Enter Lady Sadlife, Atall, and Wiſhwell <vith Lights. 


L. Sad. HIS Room, I think, is pleaſanter ; if 
you pleaſe, we'll fit here, Sir. ſpall! 
Shut the Door, and take the Key o'th' n and * 
Chairs. 
Wiſh. Yes, Madam. 

L. Sad. Lard ! Sir, what a ſtrange Opinion you muſt 
have of me, for receiving your Viſits upon lo fender an 
Acquaintance. 

At. I have a much ſtranger Opinion, Madam, of your 
ordering your Servant to lock herſelf in with us. 

L. Sed. O! you would not have us wait upon ourſelves. 

At. Really, Madam, I can't conceive that two Lovers 
alone have much Occaſion for Attendance, {They fit. 

L. Sad. Lovers! Lard! how you talk! Can't People 
converſe without that Stuff 

At. Um!—yes, Madam, People may; but without A. 
wayne yu Stuff, Converſation is generally: very * WW; 
be inſipi 

ng Sad Pooh ! why, we can ay any ang without 


er hearing, you ſee. 


G 4. 
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. Ay! but if we ſtould talk ourſelves up to an Oc- 
caſion of being without her, it wou'd look worſe to ſend 
her out, than to have let her wait without when ſhe 
was out. | 

L. Sad. You are pretty hard to pleaſe, I find, Sir: 

Tome Men, I believe, wou'd think themſelves well us'd, 
in ſo free « Reception as yours. 

At. Hah! 1 fee, this is like to come to nothing this 
Time; ſo I'll <en [put her out of Humour, that I may 
get off in Time to my Incognita. [Afide.) Really, Ma- 
dam, I can never think myſelf free, where my Hands 

and my Tongue are ty d. [ Pointing to Wiſhwell. 

L. Sad. Your. Converſation, I find, is very different 

from What it was, Sir. = N N 
A. With Submiſſion, Madam, I think it very pro- 

per for the Place we are in. If you bad ſent- for me, 

only to ſip Tea, to ſit ſtill, and be civil, with my Hat 
under my Arm, like a ſtrange Relation from ireland, or 
fo, why was I brought hither with ſo much Caution 
and Privacy? | 
L. Sad. Suppoſe J had a fuvdurable Thought of you; 
does that give you a Title to treat me as if it was not 

in my power to refuſe you any Thing f 

At. Come, Madam, I'Il be plain with you I wou'd 
not have you to think me ignorant of all the tendereſt Forms 
that ought to approach a Lady's Favours; but when a 
Woman breaks the ſeeming Promiſe of her Eyes, with 
"me-ſhe loſes all Pretence to em. (Your Woman's being 
with us is ridiculous;) I had a Lover's honeſt Reaſon, 
to expect you here alone; but ſnhe that thinks to make me 
dance Attendance to her Pride, to ſit at a diſtance, and 
tamely talk myſelf to a ſubmiſſive Flame for her; while 
me with Eyes inſenſible receives it, and &en fwells her 
ſated Vanity, to a deſpiſing of her eafy Conqueſt, before 
he enjoys it; let me tell you, Madam, in very conciſe 
Terms, that Woman —is moſt conſumedly miſtaken. 
IL. Sad. You have a very odd way of treating People; 
Jou Men are the ſtrangeſt Creatures! Is there no ſuch 
thing as Patience in your Compoſition ! | | 
At. O yes, Madam, abundance ; for if you pleaſe 
hut to order Madamoiſelle to get the Tea ready, to boil 
| | it 
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it a great while, and ſtay till it's done, you ſhall find I 
can yet change the Air of my Approaches, 
L. Sad. I don't know how to make her do any ſuch 
Thing, not I, Lard! She knows, I have had Tea juſt now. 

At. I have not; and ſo your humble Servant, Madam. 

L. Sad. Hold ! 

At. Really, Madam, my Stomach wo'n't ſtay ; and 
if your Ladyſhip's Tea is not ready, I muſt beg leave 
to take a Diſh at the Coffee houſe. 

[ As be is going, Sir Solomon tnocks at the Door. 

Ni. O Heav'ns! my Maſter, Madam. 

Sir Sol. Open the Door, there, (within.) 

I.. Sad. What ſhall we do? 

At. Nothing now, I'm ſure. 

L. Sad. Open the Door, and tay, the Gaile 
came to you. 

Miß. O lud! Madam, I ſhall never be able to manage 
it at ſo ſhort a Warning We had better ſhut the Gen- 
tleman into the Cloſet, and ſay, he came to no body at all. 

L. Sad. In! in then, for Mercy's fake, quickly Sir! 

At. Soh ; this is like to be a very pretty Buſineſs ! Oh! 
ea Succeſs ! and Impudence! thou haft quite forſaken me. 


[Enters the Chet. - 
F7. Do you ſtep into your Bed-Chamber, Madam, 
and leave my Maſter to me. [Exit Lady Sadlife. 


[Wiſhwell opens the Door, &Cc. 
Enter Sir Solomon. 

Sir S./. What's the Reaſon, Miſtreſs, I am to be 
lock'd out of my Wife's Apartment? 

Wih. Sir, my Lady was waſhing her her 
Neck, Sir, and I cou'd not come any ſooner. 

Sir Sol. I'm ſure I heard a Man's Voice. [Aa.] 
Bid your Lady come hither.— He muſt be hereabouts ; 
'tis ſo! all's out, all's over now: The Devil bas done 
his worſt, and I am a Cuckold in ſpite of my Wiſdom. 
*Sbud?! now an /talian would poiſon his Wife for this, 
a Spaniard would ſtab her, and a Tar# would cut off her 
Head with a Scimitar; but a poor Dog of an Engl; 
Cuckold now, can anly ſquabble, and call Names.— 
Hold! here ſne comes. J muſt {mother my Jea- 
louſy, that her Guilt 8 t be upon its Guard. 


Euter 
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Enter Lady Sadlife, and Wiſhwell. 
Sir Sol. My Dear! how do you do? Come hither, 
and kiſs me. 
L. Sad. I did not expect you home ſo ſoon, my Dear. 

Sir Sol. Poor Rogue don't believe you did 
with a Pox to you. 4 Wiſhwell, go down, 
I have Buſineſs with your Lady. | 

Wiſh. Ves, Sir————but I'll watch you: For I'm 
afraid this Good-humour has Miſchief at the bottom of 
It [ Retires. 

L. Sad. I ſcarce know whether he's jealous, or not. 

Sir Sol. Now dare not I go near that Cloſet door, leſt 
the murderous Dog ſhould poke a Hole in my Guts thro' 
the Key-hole. Um—T1 have an odd Thought in my 
Head—ay ! and that will diſcover the whole bottom of 
her Affair Tis better to ſeem not to know one's Diſho- 
nour, when one has not Courage enough to revenge it. 

L. Sad. I don't like his Looks, methinks. | 

Sir Sol. Odſo! what have I forgot now — Pr'ythee, 
my Dear, ſtep into my Study, (for I am ſo weary?!) and 
in the uppermoſt Parcel of Letters, you'll find one that 
I receiv'd from Yorkfire to-day, in the Scrutore ; brin 
it down, and ſome Paper; I will anſwer it while f 
think on't. | 

L. Sad. If you pleaſe to lend me your Key—but 
had not you better write in your Study, my Dear ? 

Sir Sol. No! no! I tell you, I am fo tir'd, I am not 
able to walk. There! make haſte. 

L. Sad. Wou'd all were well over. [Exit Lady dadlife. 

Sir Sel. *Tis ſo by her Eagerneſs to be rid of me. Well, 
ſince I find I dare not behave myſelf like a Man of Ho- 
nour in this Buſineſs, I'll at leaſt act like a Perſon of Pru- 
dence, and Penetration: For ſay, I ſhou'd clap a Brace 
of Slugs now in the very Bowels of this Raſcal, it may 
hang me; but if it does not, it can't divorce me. 
no, I'll e'en put out the Candles, and in a ſoft, gentle 
Whore's Voice, deſire the Gentleman to walk about his 
_ Buſineſs; and if I can get him out befœge my Wife re- 
turns, I'll fairly poſt myſelf in his room; and ſo, when 
he comes to ſet him at liberty, in the dark, 1'l! * 
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the Cheat, "i I draw her into ſome caſual Confeflion of 
the Fact; and then this injur'd Front ſhall bounce upon 


her, like a Thunderbolt. [Puts out the Candle. 
Wiſh. [ Behind.) Say you fo, Sir? I'll take care my 
Lady ſhall be provided for you. n 


Sir Sol. Hiſt! Hiſt! Sir! Sir! 
Enter Atall from the Chet. 
At. Is all clear? may I venture, Madam? | 

Sir Sol. Ay! ay! quick! quick make haſte before 
Sir Solomon returns. A ſtrait- back d Dog, I warrant him. 
LAlide.] But when ſhall I ſee you again? 

At. Whenever you'll promiſe me to make a better 
uſe of an Opportunity. 

Sir Sal. Ha! then tis poſſible he pagan t yet have 12 
the finiſhing Stroke to me. 

At. Is this the Door? 

Sir Sol. Ay! ay! away! [Exit Atall.] Soh! now the 
Danger of being murder'd is over; I'find, my Courage 
returns : And if I catch my Wife but inclining to be = 
better than ſhe ſhou'd be, I'm not ſure that Blood wo'n 
be the Conſequence. © 

He goes into the Cloſet, and Wiſhwell enters. 

Wh. Sch! my Lady has her Cue; and, if my wiſe 
Maſter can give her no better Proofs of his Penetration 
than this, ſhe'd be a greater Fool than he, if ſhe ſhou'd 
not do what ſhe has a mind to. Sir! Sir! Come! you 
may come out now, Sir Solomon's gone. x 

Enter Sir Solomon from the- Cloſet. 

Sir Sol. So! now for a ſoft Speech, to ſet her impu- | 
dent Blood in a Ferment, and then let it out with my 
Penknife. [4fide.) Come, dear Creature, now let's 
make the kindeſt uſe of our Opportunity. 2 

WV 3/þ, Not for the World! if Sir Solomon ſhau'd come 
again, I ſhou'd be ruin'd 
ſend to you to-morrow. 

Sir Sol. Nay, now you love me not. Vou would 

not let me part elſe thus unſatisfied. 
ib. Now you're unkind, You know I love you, 
or I ſhould not run ſuch Hazards for you. 
Bir Sol. Fond Whore! [ Aſide.] But I'm afraid you love 
Sir Salamon, and lay up all your Tenderneſs for him. 


C 3 Wiſh. 


Pray be hen rhe" 
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IV. O ridiculous! How can ſo ſad a Wretch give you 
the leaſt uneaſy Thought! 1 loath the very Sight of him. 
Sir Sol. Damn d infernal Strumpet -I can bear no 
longer— “Lights! Lights! within there. [Seizes. her. 
Wi. Ah! [Shrieks.) Who's this, help] Murther! 
Sir Cel. No, Traytreſs, don't think to "ſcape me; for 
now I've trapp'd thee in thy Guik, I cou'd find in my 
heart to have thee flea'd alive, thy kin ſtuff d, and hung 
in the middle of Guild-hall, as a terrible Conſequence 
Cuckoldom to the whole City ——— Lights there! 
Enter Lady Sadlife auth a Light. | 
VL. Sad. © Heav'ns! what's the matter! | 
[Sir Solomon looks afteniſ'd. | 
Hat what do 1 fee my Servant on the Floor, and Sir $ 
Solomon offering Rudeneſs to her! O] I can't bear it! oh! 
[ Falls into a Chair, 
Sir Sal. What has the Devil been doing here?? 
L. Sad. This the Reward of all my Virtue! O Re- 


venge! Revenge ! 
Sir Sol. My Dear ! my good Virtuous injur'd Dear, | 
| be patient; for here has been ſuch wicked — 


L. Sad. © Torture ! do you own it too! tis well my 
Love protects you—but for this Wretch! this Monſter ! 
this Sword ſhall do me Juſtice on her. 

- [Rans at Wiſhwell with Sir Solomon's 8 

Sir Sol. O hold! my poor miſtaken Dear! This hor- 
rid Jade (the Gods can tell) is innocent for me ; but ſhe 
has had, it ſeems, a ſtrong Dog in the Cloſet here; which 
I fuſpecting, put myſelf into his Place, and had almoſt 
wap's her i the very Impudene of be Iniquity,” +. =» 

Sad. How!———I'm glad to find he dares not 
own 'twas his Jealouſy of me LA ſide. 

Wiſh. ¶ Kneeling.) Dear Madam, I hope your Ladyſhip 
will pardon the Liberty I took in your Abſence, in bring- 
ing my Lover into your Ladyſhip's Chamber ; but I did not 
think you wou'd cone home from Prayers ſo ſoon, and fo I 
was forc'd to hide him in that Cloſet : but my Maſter ſuſ- 
petting the Buſineſs, it ſeems, turn'd him out unknown to 
me, and then put himſelf there, and ſo had a mind to diſ- 
cover whether there was any Harm between us; and fo 


becauſe he fm J had been naught with — 
y 


The Sick: Lady*s Cure. 55 

Sir Sol. Ay, my Dear; and the Jade was ſo confoun- 
dedly fond of me, that [ grew out of all Patience, and 
fell upon her like a Fury. 

L. Sad. Horrid Creature, and does ſhe think. to lay 
a Minute in the Family, after ſuch Impudence 

Sir Sol. Hold, my Dear for if this ſhould be 
the Man that is to marry her——you ry qr __ 

be no Harm done yet. | 
ib. Yes, it was he indeed, Madam 

Sir Sol. It was he indeed, Madam. 

Sir Sol. [ Affde.} I muſt not let the Jade be wad 
for fear ſhe ſhould put it in my Wife's Head, that 1 
hid myſelf to diſcover her Ladyſhip, and then the Devil 
wou'd not be able to live in the Houſe with: her. 

_ #6. Now, Sir, you know what I can tell of you. 
Alu to Sir Solomon. 
Ma... Sol. Mum! that's a goed Gir? e Guinea 

you. 
L. Sad. Well, upon your Interceſſon, Dear, Fl 
pardon her this Fault but pray, Miſtreſs, me hear 
of no more ſuch Doings. I am ſo diſorder'd with this 
Fright—————fetch my " Paper-baok, .PI endeavour 
to compoſe myſelf. [Ei Lady Sadlife. 

Sir SJ. Ay, do fo! that's my good Dear What two 
| bleſſed Eſcapes I have had! to find myſelf no Cuckold at 
laſt, and (which had been equally terrible) my Wife not 
know I wrongfully ſuſpected her. Well! at — I am 
fully four ay of ke Virtue—and now if I can but cut off 
the abominable Expence, that attends ſome of her imper- 
tinent Acquaintance, I ſhall ſhew myſelf a Machiguel, 

Ne.enter Wiwell. 

Wil. Sir, here's my Lady —— to wait apon 
my Lady. | 

Sir Sol. I'm ſorry for't with all my — 
why did you ſay ſhe was within ? 

Wiſh. Sir, the did not * 50 _ but ſhe's never 
deny'd to her. 

Sir So. Gad ſo why then if you pleaſe 0 leavo her 
Ladyſhip to me, I'll begin with br now. 
| Wiſhwell brings in Lady Dainty, EVO? 

L. D. Sir Salomon, your very humble Servant. 

Sir Sol. Yaurs, yours, Madam. L. D. 
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I. D. Where's my Lady 

Sir Sal. Where your e very ſeldom — 
Prayers. | 

L. D. Huh! huh! „ keep your old Humour Rill 1 
ſee, of endeav to ſ me Truths; but I think. 
you commonly gueſs wrong: For you muſt know that 
I have bought me the prettieſt Atlas Cuſhions with Gold 
Taſſels on purpoſe to kneel upon. 

Sir Sol. Not unlikely, Madam; you fine Ladies have 
a great many fine things, that you never uſe—for I don't 
remember I have ſeen you, or your Cuſhions, at Church 
theſe three Weeks. 

L. D. Never miſs, never miſs, if I am in any ſort of 
Condition to (huh, huh) endure the Air: Tho' indeed a 
Sunday is very apt to give one the Spleen, or the Va- 
pours—but if I ar not there myſelf, I conſtantly ſend 
my Woman to ſee how the Faſhions alter. 

Sir Sol. I cry your Mercy, Madam, I did not know 
- that that was your Mode- Market Day before. 

L. D. Sir, the greateſt Diſtinction of People of Qua- 
| lity 3 is, that they make every thing eaſy to 'em. 

Sir Sol. Yes, yes, being in the Mode, I ſee, will let 
one into notable Privileges. 

Enter Lady Sadlife. 

I. 84 My dear Lady Dainty! 

L. D. Dear Madam, I am the happieſt Perſon ae 
in finding your Ladyſhip at home. 

Sir Sol. So! now for a Torrent of Impertinence. 

L. Sad. Your Ladyſhip does me a great deal of honour. 

IL. HD. I am fure I do myſelf a great deal of Pleaſure : 
have made at leaſt twenty Viſits to-day, and not above 
five of them were at home: and meeting with a rea- 
ſonable Creature 2 laſt, is like the Pleaſure of Unla- 
. cing, after being queer d up in a ſtrait pair of Stays at a 
Birth- day. oy + 

L. Sad. Some Viſits are indeed ſtrangely Fatiguing. 
L. D. O! I'm quite dead! not but my Coach is very 
eaſy—yet ſo much perpetual Motion——you know. 

Sir Sol. Ah, Pox of your Diſorder if I had the 
providing your Equipage, ods-zooks you ſhou'd rumble 
to your viſits in a Wheelbarrow. | 3 

Sad. 
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L. Sad. Was you at my Lady Dutcheſs's? 

L. D. A little while. 

L. Sad. Had ſhe a great Circle? | 

L. D. Extream ['was not able to ee the Breath 
of ſo much Company. 

L. Sad. Pray who had you ? 

L. D. Every body my Lady Toilet, Lady Pat- 
chit, Mrs. Peepers, Lady. M hitewaſb, Mrs. Lata Lady 
Stainkiek; both the Miſtreſs Fawourites, Lady Jumps, 
and the Dutcheſs of Falbala. 

L. Sad. You did not dine there? 

L. D. Oh! I can't touch any body's Dinner but my 
own—and I have almoſt kill'd myſelf this Week for 
want of my uſual Glaſs of Tokay after my Ortolans, and 
Muſcovy Duck Eggs. 

Sir Sol. *Sbud, if I had the feeding of you, I'd bring | 
5 x in a F ortnight to Neck-Beef, and a Pot of plain 

u 

L. D. Then I have been ſo ſurfeited with the ſight of 
a hideous City Entertainment to-day at my Lady Gor- 
morant's, who knows no other happineſs, or way of 
making one Welcome, than Eating, or Drinking; I was 
ready to ſwoon at the fight of her Table, being Juſt 
come out of the freſh Air, 

L. Sad. Pray how was it fill'd, Madam? 

L. D. At the upper end fat her Ladyſhip, and at each 
Elbow a Daughter, with Arms like Ploughmen, freckled 
like Turkey-Eggs, and Cheeks like Catherine Pears— 
they were enough to beat one down with the coarle 
Pores of their Skin! Huh! hub! | 

IL. Sad. O! Frighttul! but pray go on. 
Sir Sol. In my Conſcience, their daily Converſation is 
made up of nothing but impudent Fleering at honeſt 
People, that don't know as many ways of being Fop- 
piſhly vicious as themſelves. _  [Alde. 

L. D. At che lower end was an unlick'd thing, ſhe 
call'd Son—1 ſuppoſe. by her firſt Venter; that ſat all 
the while wich his Mouth gaping wide, not having from 
Nature wit enough to fetch his Breath through his Noſe, | 

L. Sad. Ha! ha! | | 

Cy L. D. 


* bt 
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L. D. The Table, or rather Larder, was fill'd with 
Hams, roaſted Pullets, and T urkey-Pyes, with a great 
Cheſhire Cheeſe in the middle, that rivalbd every one in 
bulk but her Ladyſhip; and a large Tankard of ſtrong 
Beer, Nutmeg and Sugar, enough to fuddle a Grand 
Jury, or carry an Intereſt at an Election. 

L. Sad. A true Engl Home bred Family. 

I. D. In every Circumſtance : for tho' ſhe ſaw I was 
juſt fainting at her vaſt Limbs of Butchers Meat—yet 
the civil Savage forc'd me to fit down, and heap'd 
enough upon my Plate to victual a Fleet for an Ea/?- 
India V 4 

L. Sad. How cou'd you bear it? Ha! ha! 

Sir Sol. *Sbud! I han't Patience—pray, Madam, is 
it e Ur Rules of your this End- of the- TowÜn Breed- 
ing, to laugh at your Friends for making you heartily 
welcome ? | 

L. D. Sir Solomon ! "tis impoſſible to ſee the Titles of 
Quality join'd with ſuch Mob Diſpoſitions, without eaſing 
one's Spleen a little: And nothing I ps the Com- 
mons ſo much as their groſs Feeding: I never knew a 
true Plebeian, that had not an odious vaſt Stomach 
huh ! huh! Dp: 

Sir Sl. Your Ladyſhip knows the Elegance of Life. 

L. Sad. Does your Ladyſhip never go to the Play ? 

L. D. Never, but when [ beſpeak it myſelf, and then 
not to mind the Actors; for it's common to love Sights: 
My great Diverſion is in a repos'd Poſture to turn my 
Eyes upon the Galleries, and blefs myſelf to hear the 
happy Savages laugh——or when an aukward Citizen 
crouds herſelf in among us—'tis an unſpeakable Plea- 
ſure to contemplate her Airs and Dreſs—And they never 
"ſcape me for I am as apprehenſive of ſuch a Creature's 
coming near me, as ſome People are when a Cat is in the 
Room—but, the Play is begun, I believe, and if your 
Ladyſhip has an Inclination, I'll wait upon you. 

L. Sad. I think, Madam, we can't do better; and here 
comes Mr. Careleſi, moſt opportunely to Squire us 

Sir Sol. Careleſs ! I don't know him, but my Wife 
does, and that's as well! | 6 

| Enter 


LY 


* 
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Enter Caxeleſs, | 
Care. Ladies your Servant—ſeeing your Coach at the 
Door, Madam, made me not able to reſiſt this Oppor- 
tunity t0——to——you know Madam, there's no ume 
to be loſt in Love. Sir Solomon, 2 Servant 
Sir Sol. O yours! yours Sir! A very impudent Fel- 


low, and I'm in hopes will marry brag | [ Afrae. 


L. D. The Aſſarance of this Creature almoſt grows 
diverting ; all one can do, can't make him the leaf oa 
ſible of a Diſcouragement. 

L. Sad. Try what Compliance will do; z per baps, that 
may fright him. 

L. D. If it were not too dear a Renal ms 
wou'd almoſt do any thing to get rid of his Company. 

Care. Which you never will, Madam, till you marry 
me, depend upon't: Do that, and I'll trouble you ne 
more. 

Sir S/. This Fellow's. abominable ! He'll certainly 
have her. 

L. D. There's no depending upon your Word, or elſe 
I might: for the Jaſt time I ſaw you, you told me then 
you would trouble me no more. 

Care. Ay, that's true, Madam; but to keep one's 


Word, you know, looks like a Tradeſman. 


Sir Sel. Impudent Rogue! but be'll have her Abl. 

Care. And is as much below a atom as paying 
one's Debts. 

Sir Sol. If he is not hang'd firſt———_; [Aae 

Care. Beſides, Madam; I conſider d that wy Abſence 
might endanger your Conſtitution, which is. ſo very ten- 
der, that nothing but Love can ſave it, and ſo 4 wau'd 
e'en adviſe you to throw away your Juleps, your Cor: 
dials, and Slops, and take me all at once. 

I. D. No Sir, bitter Potious are not to be allen fo 
ſuddenly. 

— Oh! to chuſe, Madam: for if you' and ma · 
king of Faces, and kecking againſt it, you'll but increaſg 
your Averſion, and delay the Ce. Come, come, you 
muſt be advis d. Tereſiig ber. 
I. D. What mean you, Sir? 5 

Care. 


"=—_ 


we 
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Care. To baniſh all your Ails, and be myſelf your 
Univerſal Medicine. 

Sir Sof, Well faid ! he'll have her. 

L. D. Impudent robuſt Man ; I proteſt did not I 
know his Family, I ſhou'd think his Parents had not 
liv'd in Chairs and Coaches, but had us'd their Limbs 
all their Lives! Huh! huh! but I begin to be perſua- 
ded Health is a great Bleſſing. ' [ 4fide. 

Care. My Limbs, Madam, were convey'd te me 
from before the Uſe of Chairs and Coaches, and it might 
lefſen the Dignity of my Anceſtors, not to Uſe them as 
they did. | 8 ä 

L. D. Was ever ſuch a rude Underſtanding ? to va- 
lue himſelf upon the Barbariſm of his Fore-fathers—— 
Indeed I have heard of Kings that were bred to the 


Plough, and I fancy you might deſcend from ſuch a 


Race ; for you court as if you were behind one 
Huh! huh! huh! To treat a Woman of Quality like 
an Exchange-Wench, and expreſs your Paſſion with 
your Arms ; unpoliſh'd Man ! 

Care. I was willing, Madam, to take from the Vul- 
gar the only deſirable thing among em, and ſhew you 
ho they live ſo healthy-—for they have no other 
Remedy. 

L. D. A very rough Midicine ! huk ! huh! 
(are. To thoſe that never took it, it may ſeem ſo 

L. D. Abandon'd Raviſher! Oh! [ Struggling. 

Sir Sol. He has her. 22 8 

L. D. Leave the Room, and ſee my Face no more. 

Care. [ Boavs, and is going. | 
L. P. And hark ye, Sir, no Bribes, no Mediations 
to my Woman. 99% 

Care. [ Bows and Sighs.) | 
L. D. Thou Profligate ! to hug ! to claſp! to embrace 
and throw your robuſt Arms about me like a Vulgar, and 
Indelicate! Oh! I faint with Apprehenſion of ſo groſs 
an Addreſs. [She faints, and Care. catches her. 

Care. O my offended Fair! | 
L. D. Inhumane! Raviſher! Oh! 


[Care. carries her ot. 
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Sir Sol. He has her! ſhe's undone! He has her. 

Exit after them. 

L. Sad. This is one of the moſt extraordinary Love- 
Scenes I ever ſaw: I never cou'd find a Woman's Fan- 
taſk wou'd run high enough to eppoſe her ſecret Incli- 
nation before : But I fancy by this Time her Ladyſhip's 
Delicacy wou'd be glad to compound for a little of the 
Vulgar. [Exit. 

Enter Clarinda and Sylvia. 

Car. Well, Couſin, what do you think of your Gen- 
tleman now ? 

Sy/., I fancy, Madam, that wou'd be as proper a 
Queſtion to aſk you; for really I don't ſee any yu 
Reaſon to alter my Opinion of him yet | 

Clar. Now I cou'd daſh her at once, and ſhew it * 
under his own Hand that his Name's Standfaft, and he'll 
be here in a Quarter of an Hour but let her go on 
a little. [ Hfrade. 

Sy/. Pray, Couſin, have you any particular Reaſon 
to be ſo chearful ? 

Clar. You'll pardon me if I own a little of my Sex's 
Malice, my Dear ; for a Woman that won't be con- 
vinc'd of the Infidelity of her Lover, when her Friend 
aſſures her of it from her own Knowledge, is to me the 
moſt unfortunate Figure in Nature! Ha! ha! ha! 

Sy/. I have two or three Lines in my Pocket that 
wou'd ſtrangely damp this Pertneſs ; but I rather think 
it affected, and won't ſhew it 'till I am fure——[ Afde.) 
Methinks, Couſin, we need not either of us give our- 
ſelves any of theſe violent Airs; for I fancy the Gentle- 
man's next Appearance will extremely take down the 
Vanity of one of us. 

Clar. Ha! ha! Ay! ay! that it will, I'm palidie.; 

Sy/. You muſt certainly be deceiv'd into ſome ſecret 
Reaſon for your being ſo very poſitive. | 

Clar. Deceiv'd, Madam! If I had no Reaſon bat 
what's writ in my Face, I fancy, with Submiſſion to 
your Ladyſhip's Beauty, that alone n juſtify my 
Conkdence 


Syl. Your Face And have you really no better 


Security ? 
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_ Clar. Better! ha! ha! Yes, yes: I have a better, 
Madam, I have your Face Look but in the ho- 
338 and tell me what I ſhou'd be afraid on? Ha! 

ha! 

Sy v. No, Madam, I need not do that ; I remember 
enough of my Face to know it is not in any one 
Charm like yours Thanks to indulgent Nature. 
| [ Lifting up her Hands and Eyes. 

Clar. Really, Couſin, you have one Quality I envy you 
for: For to be extravagantly vain, is certainly the firſt 
State of Happineſs. 

Syl. Really I think ſo too, and therefore won't unde- 
ceive your Vanity, becauſe twou'd be giving my Friend 
too barbarous a Mortification, 

- Clar. Well! we are ſtrangely good-natur'd : for let 
me die, Child, if IJ have not juſt the ſame Tenderneſs for 


IH 
9 Lard! how ſhall we do to requite one another ? 
Clar. I vow I don't think I ought to refuſe you any 
Service in my Power ; therefore if you think it worth 
your while not to be out of Countenance when the Co- 
lonel comes, I would adviſe you to withdraw now ; for 
if you dare take his own Word for it, he will be here 
m three Minutes, a8 this may convince you. 
Gives a Levy. 
Syl. What's here? a Letter from Colonel Standfaft ? 
— Really, Couſin, I have nothing to ſay to him 
Mr. Freeman's the Perſon I'm concern'd for, and I expect 
to ſee him here in a Quarter of an Hour. , 
lar. Then you don't believe them both the ſame Per- 
fon ? 
Sy. Not by their Hands or Style, I can e you, 
as this may convince you. Lo 4 a Letter. 
Car. Ha! The Hand is different indeed 
I ſcarce know what to think, and yet I'm ſure my Eyes 
were not deceiv'd. 
9. Come, Couſin, let's be a little cooler; tis not 
but we may have both laugh'd at one another 
to no Purpoſe—for 1 am confident they are two Perſons. 
Fray I can't tell that, but I'm ſure here comes one 
0 'em. 


1 nter 


The Sick Lady's Cure. 
Enter Atall as Col. Standſaſt. 


63 


Syl. Ha! 

At. Hey ! Bombard, (there they are, faith !) bid the 
Chariot ſet up, and call again about One or Two in 
the Morning You ſee, Madam, what tis to give 
an impudent Fellow the leaſt Encouragement: I am re- 
ſolv'd now to make a Night on't with you. 

Clar. I am afraid, Colonel, we ſhall have much ado 
to be good Company, for we are two Women to one 
Man, you {ſee ; and if we ſhou'd both have a Fancy to 
have you particular, I doubt you'd make but bungling 
Work on't. 

At. J warrant you we will paſs our Time like Gods: 
Two Ladies and one Man; the prettieſt Set for Ombre 
in the Univerſe-——Come! come! Cards! Cards 
Cards! and Tea, that I inſiſt upon. e 

Clar. Well, Sir, if my Couſin will make one, I won't 
balk your Good humour. Turning Syl. to face him. 

At. Is the Lady your Relation, Madam -I beg 
the Honour to be known to her. | : 

Clar. O, Sir! that I'm ſure ſhe can't refuſe you 
Couſin, this is Col. Stazdfaft. ¶ Laughs afede.) I hope 
now ſhe's convinc'd. $5 0% 

At. Your Pardon, Madam, if I am a little particular 
in my Defire to be known to any of this Lady's Rela- 
tide [ Salutes. 

S. You'll certainly deſerve mine, Sir, by being al- 
ways particular to that Lady | 

At, Oh, Madam Tall, lall. Turns away, and fings. 

Sy]. This Aſſurance is beyond Example. [Aide 

Clar. How do you do, Couſin? ?! 7 

Sy]. Beyond bearing but not incurable. | [ 4fae. 

Car. [ Aſide.] Now can't I find in my Heart to give 
him one angry Word for his Impudence to me this. 
Morning; the Pleaſure of ſeeing my Rival mortified 
makes me ſtrangely good natur d. Ip 
At. ¶ Turning familias ly to Clar.] Upon my Soul you 
are provokingly handſome to day. Ay Gad! why is not 
it High Treaſon for any beautiful Woman to marry ? 

Clar. What, wou'd you have us lead Apes? 4 ; 
7 to 
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At. Not one of you, by all that's lovely Do you 
think we cou'd not find you better Employment ? Death ! 
what a Hand is here? Gad! I ſhall grow fooliſh ! 

Clar. Stick to your Aſſurance, and you are in no 
Danger. 

At. Why then, in Obedience to your Commands, 
pr'ythee anſwer me ſincerely one Queſtion ? How long 
do you really deſign to make me dangle thus? 

Car. Why really I can't juſt ſet you a Time; but 
when you are weary of your Service, come to me with a 
Six pence and Modeſty, and I'll give you a Diſcharge. 

At. Thou inſolent, provoking handſome Tyrant. 

Car. Come! let me go this is not a very civil 
Way of entertaining my Couſin, methinks. 

At. I beg her Pardon indeed. [ Bowwing ro Sylv.] But 
Lovers you know, Madam, may plead a Sort of Excuſe 
for being ſingular when the favourite Fair's in Company. 

But we were talking of Cards, Ladies. 

Clar. Couſin, what ſay you? 

Hi. I had rather you wou'd excuſe me, I am a litle 
unfit for Play at this time. 

At. What a valuable Virtue is Aſſurance! Now am 
Jas intrepid as a Lawyer at the Bar. [Afede. 

Clar. Bleſs me ! you are not well ? 

Sy. I ſhall be preſently Pray, Sir, give me 
Late to aſk you a Queſtion. 

At. So! Now it's a coming. [fide Freely, Maddie. 

Syd. Look on me well: Have you never ſeen my Face 
before? 

At. Upon my Word, Madam, I can't recolle& that 
I have. 

Hl. J am ſatisfied. | 

At. But pray, Madam, why may you aſk ? 

Sy. I'm too much diſorder d now to tell 0 —— 


But if I'm not deceiv'd, I'm miſerable.  [Weeps. 
At. This is ftrange— -How her Concern tranſ- 
rts me ? 


Clary. Her Fears ins touch'd me, and half Ser 
me to revenge em Come, Couſin, be eaſy; I ſee 
you are convinc'd he is the fame, n now I 8 
myſelf a Friend. 

8. 
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Hl. I know not what to think my Senſes are 
confounded : 'Their Features are indeed the ſame ; and 
yet there's ſomething in their Air, their Dreſs and Man- 
ner, ſtrangely different: But be it as it will, all Right to 
him in Preſence I diſclaim, and yield to you for ever. 
-- At. O charming! Joyful Grief ! [ {frde. 

Clar. No, Coulin, believe it, both our Senſes cannot 
be deceiv'd, he's individually the ſame ; and ſince he 
dares be baſe to -you, he's-miſerable indeed, if flatter'd 
with a diſtant Hope of me ; I know his Perſon and his 
Falſhood both too well ; and you ſhall ſee will, as be- 

comes your Friend, reſent it. 1 
At. What means this Strangeneſs, Madam? 

Clar. I'll tell you, Sir; and to uſe few Words, Know 
then, this Lady and myſelf have born your faithleſs In- 
ſolence and, Artifice too long: But that you may not 
think to impoſe on me, at leaſt, I defire you would leave 
the Houſe, and from this Moment never ſee me mare. 

At. Madam! What! what is all this? Riddle me 
Riddle me Re, | | 

For the Dewil take me, 
For ever from thee, 
If I can divine what this Riddle can be ! 

H. Not moy'd! I'm more amaz'd. 

At. Pray, Madam, in the Name of common Senſe, 
let me know in two Words what the real meaning of 
your laſt terrible Speech was; and if I don't make you a 
plain, honeſt, reaſonable Anſwer to it, be pleas'd the 
next Minute to blot my Name out of your Table-book, 
never more to be inroll'd in the ſenſeleſs Catalogue of 
thoſe vain Coxcombs, that unpudently hope to come into 
your Favour. . | F 

Clar. This Inſolence grows tedious : What End can 
you propoſe by this Aſſurance ? Lie 
At. Hey day!? 

S.. Hold, Couſin———one Moment's Patience: 
T'll ſend this Minute again to Mr. Freeman, and if he 
does not immediately appear, the Diſpute will need no 
farther Argument. | 

At. Mr. Freeman ! Who the Devil's he! What have 
I to do with him? IC 

Syl, 
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$y/. FI ſoon inform you, Sir. 
[Goirg, meets Wiſhwell entering. 
Wh. Madam, here's a Footman mightily out of 
Breath, ſays he belongs to Mr. Freeman, and deſires 
very earneſtly to ſpeak with you. | | 
HJ. Mr. Freeman] Pray bid him come in 
What can this mean ? | | 
At. Vou'll ſee preſently. [Afide. 
Re-enter Wiſhwell with Finder. 
Clar. Ha! | 
- Sy/. Come hither, Friend; do you belong to Mr. 
Freeman ? 
Find. Yes, Madam, and my poor Mafter gives his 
humble Service to your Ladyfhip, and begs your Pardon 
for not waiting on you according to his Promiſe z which 
he would certainly have done, but for an unfortunate 
Syl. What's the Matter? | 
Find. As he was coming out of his Lodgings to pay 
his Duty to you, Madam, a Parcel of Fellows fet upon 
him, and ſaid they had a Warrant againſt him; and ſo, 
becauſe the Raſcals began to be faucy with him, and my 
Maſter knowing he did not owe a Shilling in the World, 
he drew to defend himſelf, and in the Scuſſte the bloody 
Villains run one of their Swords quite through his Arm; 
but the beſt of the Jeſt was, Madam, that as ſoon as 
they gt him into a Houſe, and ſent for a Surgeon, he 
prov'd to be the wrong Perſon; for their Warrant it 
ſeems was againſt a poor Scoundrel, that happens they 
fay to be very like him, one Col Srandfaſt. 
At. Say you fo, Mr. Dog if your Maſter had 
been here I wou'd have given him as much. 
| | [Gives him a Box on the Far. 
Find. O Lord! Pray, Madam, fave me I did not 
ſpeak a Word to the Gentleman O the Devil! this 
muſt be the Devil in the Likneſs of my Maſter. 
Clar. I am ſtartled ! 
Syl. Is this Gentleman ſo very like him, ſay you? 
Find. Like, Madam! ay, as one Box of the Ear is to 
another; only I think, Madam, my Maſter's Noſe is a 
little, little higher. 
H.. 
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Si. Now, Ladies, I preſume the Riddle's ſolv' d. 

At. Hark you, where is your Maſter, Raſcal ? 

Find. Maſter, Rafcal ! Sir, my Maſter's Name's Free- 
man, and I'm a Free- born Eng/i/man; and I muſt tell 
you, Sir, that I don't uſe to take ſuch arbitrary 'Socks 
of the Face from any Man that does not pay me Wages; 


and ſo my Maſter will tell you too when he comes, 
Sir. 


Sy/. Will he be here then ? 

Find. This Minute, Madam; he only ſtays to have 
his Wound dreſs'd. 

At. I'm reſolv'd Fl ſtay that Minute out, if he does 
not come till Midnight. | 

Find. A Pox of his Mele hen bs Hand's in, 
he makes no Difference between Jeſt an Earneſt, I find 
If he does not pay me well for this, Egad he ſhall 
tell the next for himſelf. [ {/ides 
Find. Has your Ladyſhip any Commands to my Ma- 
ſer, Madam ? 

_ $zl. Ves, pray give him my humble Service, ſay Fm 
ſorry for his Misfortune; and if he thinks 'twill do his 
Wound no Harm, I beg by all Means he may be brought : 

imm 
. Find. Shah! his Wound, Madam, I know he does 
not value it of a Ruſh; for he'll have the Devil and all 
of Actions againſt the Rogues for falſe Impriſonment, 
and Smart-Money Ladies, I kiſs your Hands 
Sir I nothing at all [ Exit. 

A. | Hide.) The Deg has done it rarely ; for a Lye 
upon the Stretch 1 don ow a better Raſcal in Europe. 


Enter an Offcer. 

OF. Ay! now I'm ſure I'm right Is not your 
Name Col. Standfaft, Sir ? 

At. Yes, Sir; what then ? 

OF. Then you are my Priſoner, Sir—— | 

At. Your Priſoner | who the Devil are you? a ; Bai- 
liff? I don't owe a Shilling. 

OF. I don't care if you don't, Sir; I have a Warrant 
againſt you for High Treaſon, and I muſt have you away 
this Minute. wal 
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Mr. Lockum the Meſſenger 
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At. Look you, Sir, depend upon't, this is but ſome 


' impertinent malicious Proſecution : You may venture 


to ſtay a Quarter of an Hour I'm ſure ; I have ſome 


- Buſineſs here till then that concerns me nearer than my 
Life 


Clar. Have but ſo much Patience, and Pl ary you 
for your Civility. 

OF. I cou'd not ſtay a Quarter of an Hour, Madam, 
if you'd give me five hundred Pound. 

Sy/. Can't you take Bail, Sir? 

of Bail! no! no! 

Clar. Whither muſt he be carried ? 

Of. To my Houſe, 'till he's examined before the 
Council. 

Clar. Where is your Houſe ? 

. Juſt by the Secretary's Office; every body knows 
Come, Sir. 

At. I can't ſtir yet, indeed, Sir. 
[Lay s his Hand on his Sword. 

. Nay, look you, if you are for that Play— | 
ems! in, Gentlemen, away with him. 

[Enter Muſqueteers, and force bim if. 

8 y/. This is the ftrangeſt Accident; I am extremely 

fof the Colonel's Misfortune, but I am as hear- 
tily glad he is not Mr. Freeman, 

Clar. I'm afraid you'll find him ſo I ſhall 
never change my Opinion of him *rill 1 wo em Face o 
Face. 

Sy. Well, Couſin, let em be two, or one, r m re- 
ſolv'd to ſtick to Mr. Freeman ; for to'tell you the Truth, 
this laſt Spark has too much of the Confident Rake in 
him to pleaſe me, but there is a modeſt Sincerity in 
t'other's Converſation that's irreſiſtible. 
© Clar. For my Part Im almoſt tir'd with his Imperti- 
nence either Way, and cou'd find in my Heart to trouble 
myfelf no more about him; and yet methinks it pro- 
vokes me to. have a Fellow outface my Senſes. 

Sy. Nay, they are ſtrangely alike I own ; but yet if 
you. obſerve nicely, Mr. Freeman's Features are more 
pale and ks than the Colonel's, 


Clar. 
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Clar. When Mr, Freeman comes, I'll be cloſer in 
my obſervation of him in the mean time, let 
me conſider what I really propoſe by all this Buſtle I 
make about him: Suppoſe, (which I can never be- 
lieve) they ſhould prove two ſeveral Men at laſt, I 
don't find that I'm Fool enough to think of marrying 
either of em; nor (whatever Airs I give myſelf) am 
I yet mad enough to do worſe with em- — Well! 
ſince I don't deſign to come to a cloſe Engagement my- 
ſelf, then, why ſhou'd I not generouſly ſtand out of the 
way, and make room for one that would? no, I can't 
do that neither | want, methinks, to convict 
him firſt of being one and the fame Perſon, and then to 
have him convince my Couſin, that he likes me better 
than her————Ay, that wou'd do! and to confeſs my 
Infirmity, I ſtill find (tho' I don't care this for the Fel- 
low) while ſhe has the Aſſurance to nouriſh the leaſt 
hope of getting him from me, I ſhall never be heartjly 
eaſy, till ſhe's heartily mortified. [Afide, 

Sy/. You ſeem very much concern'd for the Colonel's 
Misfortune, Couſin, | | 

Car. His Misfortunes ſeldom hold him long, as you 
may ſee; for here he comes, | 

| Enter Atall, as Mr. Freeman. 

Sl. Bleſs me | Fer 3 

At. I am ſorry, Madam, I cou'd not be more punc- 
tual to your obliging Commands : But the Accident 
that prevented my coming ſooner, will, I hope, now 

ive me a Pretence to a better welcome than my laſt; 
For now, Madam, [o Cla.] your Miftake's ſet right, 
J preſume, and I hope you won't expect Mr. Freeman 
to anſwer for all the Miſcarriages of Col. 1 9 
e to 


Car. Not in the leaſt, Sir: The Colonel's 
anſwer for himſelf, I find! ha! ha! a! 

At. Was not my Servant with you, Madam? | 
2 < | [To Syl. 

Sl. Yes, yes, Sir, he has told us all. I'll ſeem to be- 
lieve any thing rather than not engage him from her. 
| [Afide.) And I am ſorry you have paid ſo dear for a 
Proof of your Innocence: Had you come two Minutes 


ſooner, you would have been as much ſurpriz d as 1. ; 
or 


— 
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for the Colonel, that' ſtrange Image of you, was 

here. 3 0 | 

At. O dear Madam, why would you part with him, 
when 1 had ſent you Word before, I won'd be with you 
as ſoon as my Wound was dreft, 

Hl. *T'was not in our power to keep him, Sir; for 
it ſeems the ſame Officer that miſtook you for him, pur- 
ſu'd him hither, and hurried him away to Priſon. 
At. I'd give the World methinks to ſee him! What 

ſay you, Madam, have you Curioſity enough to take 
Coach immediately, and carry me to him ? 

Sy/. You'll excuſe me if 1 don't defire to bring you 
together; "eſpecially while the Smart of the Wound you 
receiv'd his account is ſo frefh upon you; I wou'd 
not hazard you in a new Quarrel. © i”. 

Clar. Lard ! how happy the Creature is. *TAfiae. 

At. Oty! Madam, upon my faith, I have not the 
leaſt Malice in the World to the Gentleman. | | 

Clar. Nor the Gentleman to you, I dare ſwear, Sir 
ba! ha! ha! For Aſſurance and Credulity — I thank 
my Stars, I never, ſaw a Couple better match'd in my 
Life before! ha! ha! Why won't you go to the Meſ- 
ſenger's, Couſin, and prove me in the wrong? yort'll - 
ſee no Danger of a new Quarrel, take my Word for't ; 
for I'm frangely afraid, that the only way in Nature to 
bring this Gentleman and the Colonel Face to Face, is 
to hold him a Looking Glaſs! ha! ha! 

At. I hqpe, Madam, you won't take it ill, if the Fury 
of this Accuſation ſhou'd not raiſe me to a Deſire of con- 
'vincing you of my Innocence; while this Lady's fatis- 
yd of it, you'll pardon me, if J am not under the leaſt 
degree of Concern about it. | 

© $jt: And for we, Couſin, I fhall make but few Words 
with you; you may endeavour as much as you, pleaſe, to 
amuſe and confound me with Fears, Doubts, and Jealou- 
ies of Perſons, but neither all the Truth, or Artifice 
under Heaven, will be able to convince: me, that this 
Gentlemen is not this Gentlemen — And therefore unleſs 
you can prove him to be nobody at all, I'd adviſe ö to 
ſet your Heart at reſt; for what I deſign, you'll find, I 
hall come to a ſpeedy Reſolution in. n 
4 t. 


— 
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At. O generous Refolution ! 

Car. Well, Madam, ſince you are ſo tenacious of 
your Conqueſt, I hope you'll give me the ſame Liberty; 
and not expect the next time you fall a crying, at the 
Colonel's Gallantry to me, that my Good nature ſhoa'd 
give you up my Pretenſions to him. And for you, 
Sir, I ſhall only tell you, this laſt Plot was not 
fo cloſely kaid, but that a Woman of a very lender Ca- 
pacity, you'll find, has Wit enough to diſcover it. 

[Exit Clar. 

At, So] ſhe's gone to the Meſſenger's, I ſuppoſe— 
but, poor Soul, her Intelligence there will be extreamly 
fmall. [ Afrde.] Well Madam, I hope at laſt your 
Scruples are over. 

Spy. You can't blame me, Sir, if now we are alone, 

I own myſelf a little more furpriz'd-at her Poſitiveneſs, 
than my Woman's Pride wou'd let me confeſs before 
her Face; and yet methinks there is a native 
in your Look, that tells me I am not miſtaken, and may 
truſt you with my Heart. 

At. O! for Pity ſtill preſerve that tender Thought, 
ny ſave me from Deſpair. 
Enter Clerimont. 

Cher. Ha! Freeman again!] is it poſſible ? | 

At. How now, Cleri mont, what are you furpriz'd at? 

Cler. Why to ſee thee almoſt in two Places at one 
time; 'tis but this Minute, I met the very Image of 
thec with the Mob about a Coach, in the Hands of a 
Meſſenger, whom I had the Curioſity to ſtop and call 
to; and had no other Proof of his not being thee, but 
that the Spark wou'd not know me 
Sy. Strange I almoſt think I'm really not deceiv'd. 

Cher. Twas certainly Clarinda I faw go out in a 
Chair juſt now it muſt be ſne the Circum- 


Nances are too ſtrong for a Miſtake, | IA. 
S. Well, Sir, to eaſe you of your Fears, now I 
dare own to you, that mine are over. {To At. 
Cler. What a Coxcomb have I made myſelf, to ſerve 
my Rival een with my own - Miſtreſs ? but "tis at leaſt 
Tome Late do know' him : — that 
he 
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he does not know the Aſs he has made of me——that 
might indeed be fatal to him. [ Afeae. 
Enter Sylvia's Aunt. 

Aunt, O, my dear Niece, I'm glad I've found you: 
Your Father and I have been hunting you all the Town 
over. 

Syl. My Father ip Town ? 

Aunt. He waits below in the Coach for you : He 
muſt needs have you come away this Minute; and talks 
of having you married this very Night to the fine 
Gentleman he ſpoke to you of. 

Syl. What do I hear? , 

At. If ever ſoft Compaſſion touch'd your Soul, give 
me a Word of Comfort in this laſt Diſtreſs, to ſave me 
from the Horrors that ſurround me. | 

Syl. You ſee we are oblerved————but yet depend 
upon my Faith, as on my Life -in the -mean 
time, I'll uſe my utmoſt Power to avoid my Father's 

Will: In two Hours you ſhall know my Fortune 
and my Family Now don't follow me, as you'd 
' . Preſerve my Friendſhip. Come——— Madam. 

| [Exit with Aunt. 

At. Death ! How this News alarms me! I never felt 
the Pains of Love before. 1098 

Cler. Now then to eaſe, or to revenge my Fears— 
This ſudden Change of your Countenance, Mr. Atall, 
looks as if you had a mind to banter your Friend into 
a Belief of your being really in love with the Lady that 
juſt now left you. | 
At. Faith, Clerimont, I have too much concern upon 
me at this Time, to be capable of a Banter; or if I 
were, I don't ſee any uſe it would be of in this Affair: 
But to deal at once ſincerely with you, there's ſomething 
in this Creature's Beauty and ſoft Temper, that ſtirs my 
very Reaſon into a Tenderneſs, that all her glittering 
Sex before could never raiſe me to. | b 
.. Cler. Ha! he ſeems really touch'd, and I begin now 
only to fear Clarinda's Conduct Well, Sir, if it be 
ſo, I'm glad to ſee a Convert of you; and now in re- 

turn to the little Services J have done you, in helping 
you to carry on your Affair with both theſe Ladies at 
| one 
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one time, give me leave to alk a Favour of you 
Be ſtill fincere, and we may ſtill be Friends. 

At. You ſurprize me—but uſe me as you find me. 

Cler. Have you no Acquaintance with a certain Lady, 
whom you have lately heard me own I was unfortunately 
in love with ? 2 

At. Not that I know of, I'm ſure not as the Lady 
you are in love with: But pray, why do you aſk? 

Cler. Come, I'll be fincere with you too: Becauſe I 
have ſtrong Circumſtances, that convince me tis one of 
thoſe two you have been ſo buſy about. 

At. Not ſhe you ſaw with me, I hope. 

Cler. No, I mean the other But to clear th 
Doubt at once, is her Name Clarinds ? 

At. I own it is: But had I the leaſt been warn'd of 

Pretences ——— | 

Cler. Sir, I dare believe you, and tho' you may have 
prevail'd even again her Honour, your Ignorance of 
my Paſſion for her makes you ſtand at leaſt excus'd 
to me. , 

At. No, by all the ſolemn Proteſtations Tongue can 
utter, her Honour is untainted yet for me; nay, even 
unattempted : Nor had I ever an Opportunity, that 
cou'd encourage the moſt diſtant Thought againſt it. 
Cler, You own ſhe has receiv'd your Gallantries at 
leaſt! 8 

At. Faith, not to be vain, ſhe has indeed taken ſome 
Pains to pique her Couſin about me; and if her beautiful 
Couſin had not fallen into my way at the ſame time, I 
muſt own, tis very poſſible, I might have endeavour'd 
to puſh my Fortune with her: But ſince I now know 
your Heart, put my Friendſhip to a Trial. 

Cler. Only this If I ſhouꝰd be reduc'd to 
aſk it of you, promife to confeſs your Impoſture, and 

your Paſſion to her Couſin, before her Face. 
A.. There's my Hand, —T'll do't, to right my Friend 
and. Miſtreſs. But, dear Cerimont, you'll pardon me, 
if I leave you here: For my poor I:cognita's Affairs at 
this time are in a very critical Condition. 
Cler. No Ceremony I releaſe you.. 
As, Adieu. . 
23 2 - D | Cler 2 
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pray Heav'n he has not diſcover'd me 
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Cler. Women! What crazy Veſſels do we truſt our 
Fortunes in? g | ; 
Now will J reproach her, humble her into Shame; 
Deſpiſe and leave her to her Vanities for ever. 
Ha ! ſhe's here. | 


| Enter Clarinda. 
Clar. I am more confounded now than ever. 
ſcarce know what to think 


1 


Ha ! Clerimont ! 


to give no Soul Admittance to'him 


Cler. You ſeem diſorder'd, Madam ſome 
cruel Diſappointment has, I fear, befallen you. 


Clar. "Tis ſo! I ſee by his Afſurance—O Guilt! what 


Cowards doſt thou make of us But let him not 
inſult. too far. [ Afeae. 


. Cler. What! not a Word? Are you conſcious of any 
Wrong you have done me, Madam, that you ſtand thus 
confounded at the Sight of me? 

Clar. You have a very familiar Way of expreſſing 
yourſelf, Sir ? 


Cler. "Twas my Opinion of your Virtue, Madam, 


that kept me humble: But now that's loſt, methinks, 
you ſhou'd. expect to be treated as you are 
Clar. What do you mean ! 


Cler. That two Lovers and Reputation are ,incon- 


ent. | 
Ti What! has your Vanity then flatter'd you, to 
ſappoſe J have receiv'd you for one? | 

2 Oh! Why truly, Madam, conſidering the Con- 
verſation that has paſs'd between us, I do ſtill inſiſt, 
that I might pretend to the Poſt : But in Love as in 
War, a Man of Honour can't ſee another put over. his 
Head, without laying down his Commiſſion at leaſt : 
For 'twere as Infamous to ſerve you now, as *twou'd 
have once been Glorious. | 

* Clar. Tis falſe ! you never thought ſo— The Man 
that really loves, wou'd not dare to fee the Faults you 
tax me with ; much leſs with ſuch malicious Inſolence 
to tell me of 'em. 

| Cler. 


The Meſſenger confeſſes 
the Colonel is ſtill his Priſoner, but that his Orders are 


n „„ 
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| cur. Come! Come! you know I loy'd you to a Folly, _ 


or you had never dar'd to uſe me thus. 
Clar. The Man that ſcorns to ſtand a Woman's idle 
Trial of his Temper, gives better Proofs. of deſcerning 
7 Malice, than his Paſſion. ; | 


— 


| Cler. He that fears to upbraid a Woman for aban- 

* don'd Liberties, like yours, may by his Silence (what- 

* . her Pretence is) encourage her to make a real uſe 
of 'em. 

Clar. A Good- nature would at leaft impute the Fault 

rather to want of Judgment, than of Virtue: But I am 

glad I am fo early warn'd againit your Temper; had I 

never try'd it, my truſting it too far, as once my Folly 

thought to do, might have made me miſerable for 


5 ever. | 
Cler. How ſubtilly that ſoft thought melts down m 
Anger ! I dare not look on her. Aide. 


Enter Wiſhwell. | 

Wi. Madam, Sir Solomon deſires to ſpeak with you, 
he has juſt receiv'd a Letter out of YNorkfire from the 
Gentleman's Father, he ſays, that is propos'd to marry 


ou: 
71 a Clar. Coming. [Exit Wiſh. 
T Clir. You muſt not, ſhall not: cannot tir on 
this Occaſion. 


Clar. I'll go, by all the Injuries I have born from you 
A Til do at leaſt a Juſtice to my Fame, and wed the groſſeſt 
| Fool alive, rather than not revenge me on che ſaucy 
Jealouſy that durſt attaint it. | 
Cler. Hear me but one Word. 
Clar. Never, but for your greater Torment know 
| you've loſt a Heart that wounds itſelf yor you. [Exit. 
| Cler. O cruel 'Kindneſs ! why ſo late confeſs'd ? 
| What wou'd not this Secret told in gentler Terms 
have wrought me to! But 'tis the Sex's Nature to be 
vainly cruel. | 


| The int Tights nd in fit, 60 pin prone 
Revenge with them has fevecter Charms than Love. „ 
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; A r . 
The SCENE continues. 


Enter Clerimont and Careleſs. 


Cler. A ND fo you took the Opportunity of her 
Fainting, to carry her off : Pray, how long 
did her Fit laſt ; 

Care. Why, faith, I ſo humour'd her Affectation, that 
tis hardly over yet; for I told her, her Life was in dan- 
ger, and ſwore if ſhe wou'd not let me ſend for a Parſon 
to marry her before ſhe dy'd, I'd that Minute ſend for a 
Shroud, and be buried alive with her in the ſame Coffin: 
But at the Apprehenſion of ſo terrible a Thought, ſhe 
pretended to be frightened into her right Senſes again ; 
and forbid me her Sight for ever 80 that in ſhort, 
my Impudence is almoſt exhauſted, her Affectation is as 
unſurmountable as another's real Virtue, and I muſt e'en- 
catch her that way, or die without her at laſt. 

Cler. How do you mean? 

Care. Why, if 1 find I can't impoſe upon her by 
Humility, which I'll try; I'll e'en turn Rival to my- 
ſelf in -a very fantaſtical Figure, that I'm ſure ſhe- 
won't be able to reſiſt, Fc. You muſt know ſhe has 
of late been flatter'd that the Mu/cowite Prince Alex- 
ander is dying for her, tho' he never ſpoke to her in 
his Life. | 

Cler. I underſtand you: ſo you'll firſt venture to 
pique her againſt you, and then let her marry you in 
another Perſon, to be reveng'd of you. : 
5 55 One of the two ways, I am pretty ſure to ſuc- 
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Cler. Extravagant enough ! Pr'ythee, is Sir Solomon 
in the next Room ? 
Care. What, you want his Aſſiſtance ? Clarinds's i in 
her Airs again 
| Cler. Faith, Careleſs, I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you, 
but I muſt needs ſpeak with him. 
Care, Come along then. [Exeunt. 
Enter Supple, and Captain Strutt. | 
Sup. If you pleaſe to walk in, Sir, my Maſter will 


wait upon you preſently Here he i 
Enter Sir Solomon. 
Capt. Vour Servant, Sir. 
Sir Sol. Oh! yours, Sir. Have you any command. 
4 for me? / 
Cape. Sir, 1 hear you are Man of Honour, and 
underſtand a Sword. 
| Sir Sol. Sir, 1 know a Meet the Law, and Fre 
| that's as well. 


Capt. But Men of Honour are above Law, Sir, and 
J have been once with you before, Sir; and I come 
now to tell you once for all, that if I don't marry 
your Niece, you muſt meet me behind Mountague 
Houſe. 

Sir Sol. Meet you! for what, Sir ? 
. With your Sword in Hand, Sir. 

Sir Sol. By Gingo, Captain, but I won. 
don't like your Company fo well. 
3 

Capt. Then, Sir, [I'll poſt you for a Coward: 1 

q Sir Sol. Then, Sir, you'll poſt yourſelf for a mad 


== 


Man — For I'm a Citizen of London, have fin'd for 
Alderman, and will fight with ne'er a beggarly Ras: of 
ou all. 
&| : Capt. Then I muſt tell you, Sir, you a pitiful 
| Putt, and have neither Honour nor Courage 
1 Sir Sol. And I muſt tell you, Sir, I have both; for 
I pay my Debts, and fear no Bailiff alive, Sir 
which I believe, is more than you can ſay, moſt terrible 
Captain. 
Capt. Look you, Sir, I'll ſpoil her Fortune, In fol- 
ow her to the Church, and the Play-houſe ; I II knock 
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wou'd take a Beating 
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every Man down that looks at her, and cut every Cox- 
comb's Throat that pretends to her. 

Sir Sol. Sir, if you talk at this Rate to me, I'll ſweas 


the Peace againſt you, and bind you to a ſtrange Com- 
panion, your good Behaviour. 


Enter Clerimont. 


+ Cler. What's the matter, Sir Solomon ? ; 
Sir Sol. Why, here's an impertinent beggarly Fellow, 


wears he'll have my Niece, . or cut my Throat. 


Cler. How, Sir ? 

Capt. Sir, I'm in love with his Niece, among the 
zeſt of the great Fortunes of the Town: Sir, I have 
follow'd her at a Diſtance theſe twelve Months, and 
Have ſpent an hundred Pounds after her in fair eri- 
wigs, red Stockings, and Sword -Knots. 

Cler. Did you ever ſpeak to her, Sir? 

Capt. No, Sir, but I have done all that's neceſſary, 
or uſyal with Soldiers. I have toaſted” her, bow'd to 
ber, walk'd with my Arms acroſs, and ogled her. 
| Cher. [ Looking nearly on him.] Hun! is not your 
Name Strut? 

Capt. Ay, Sir, Capt. Serut, and as good a Family 

Cler. As ever was kick'd, Sirrah! Was not you my 
Father's Footman at the Revolution ? I'll cool your 


Love, Mr. Dog. [ Kicks him. 


Sir SI. By Gingo, Captain, I did not know you 
There———now, ha'n't I 


Courage, Captain ? 
Capt. Sir, as I was your Father's Footman, I take 


abeſe Blows ; but as IJ am a Captain of the Militia 


Cler. You'll take em better, I know 
[Kicks him again. 
Capt. Blood! Sir—don't think, Sir, —Dammy, Sir, I 


hall expect Satisfaction. [Exit. 


Sir Sol. O dear Mr. Clerimont, I'm perſuaded he'll 
fight yet. 

Cler. Never apprehend it, Sir. I vow I did not 
know the Rogue, he was ſo alter'd. 
Sir Sol. Really, Sir, my Niece and I are extremely 
oblig'd 
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eblig'd to you for this: and to ſhew you I'm in earneſt, 
if you like the Conditions I told you of, ſhe's yours. 
| Cler. That indeed was my Buſineſs to you now, Sir, 
[ and if you pleaſe————— 

Sir Sol. Here's Company, come into the next Room. 
[ Exeunt. 
Enter Lady Dainty, Lady Sadlife, and Careleſs. 
L. D. This rude boiſterous Man has given me a 
thouſand Diſorders ; the Cholick, the Spleen, the Pal- 
ee of the Heart, and Convulfions all over Huh! 
uh muſt ſend for the Doctor. | 
+. L. Sad. Come, come, Madam, e'en pardon him,, and 
| Jet him be your Phyſician—do but obſerve his Penitence, 
fo humble, he dares not ſpeak to you. | 
Care. ¶ Folds his his Arms and fighs.] Oh! 
L. Sad. How can you hear him ſigh ſo? 4 
L. D. Nay let him groan for nothing but his 
Pangs can eaſe me. 

4 Care. [ Kneels and preſents her his drawon Sword; opening 
| Bis Breaſt.) Be then at once moſt barbarouſly juſt, and 
take your Vengeance here. 
4 L. D. No, I give thee Life to make thee miſera- 
| _ live, that my reſenting Eyes may kill thee every 

our, 
Care. Nay then, there's no Relief but this 
| [Offering at his Sword, Lady Sadlife holds. him. 
L. Sad. Ah! for Mercy's Sake—barbarous Creature, 
how. can you ſee him thus? | * 
L. D. Why, I did not bid him Kill himſelf: But 
do you really think he wou'd ha' don't? | 
L. Sad. Certainly, if I had not prevented it. 
; L. D. Strange Paſſion! But 'tis its Nature to be vio- 
| lent, when one makes it deſpair. | 
L. Sad, Won't you ſpeak to him ? | 
4 L. D. No, but if your ——is enough concern'd to 
| be his Friend, you may tell him not that it real 
is ſo but you may ſay you bejicve I pity 
him. 5 f 
L. Sad. Sure Love was never more ridiculous on both 
ſides. 
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Enter Wiſhwell. 

Wiſh. Madam, here's a Page from Prince Alexander, 
defires to give a Letter into your Ladyſhip's own Hands. 

L. D. Prince Alzxander ! what means my Heart? I 
come to him. 

L. Sad. By no Means, Madam, pray let him come in. 

Care. Ha! Prince Alexander! nay, then I have found 
out the Secret of this Coldneſs, Madam. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Madam, his Royal Highneſs Prince Alerander 
my Maſter, has commanded me on pain of Death, thus 
[izeeling] to deliver this, the burning Secret of his Heart. 
L. D. O Grace of Grandeur! Happy! happy Climate! 
where ſuch Reſpect, and high Diſtinctions are familiar. 


[ Reads, 
« Mp oft Divine Lady, 

HE fiery Fate that's darted from the Cannon's 
a Mouth, is not ſo ſure, or ſudden, as the ſubtle Light- 
ning of your refulgent Eyes : (Enchanting) Like Death, 
you level Princes with the Peaſant : (I rrefſtible) 1 * 
«< the immediate Eaſe, and Honour of kiſſing your fair 
Handi in Perſon, that I may filence at once all ſaucy Ri- 
« vals Hopes, and own the Paſſion of a Prince, whoſe Wounds 
are only worthy the Relief of ſuch immortal Beauty. 


Tranſcendent Glory! ! this is indeed a Conqueſt, worthy 
my Sex's higheſt Pride! 

Care. So! ſhe bites rarely. 

IL. Sad. She'll ſwallow all, ne'er doubt it. [Afde. 

L. D. Where is the Prince ? 

Page. Repos'd in private on a Mourning Pallat, till 

Commands vouchſafe to raiſe him. 

L. Sad. By all Means, receive him here immediately, I 
have the Honour to be a little known to his Highneſs. 
I. D. The Favour Madam, is too great to be reſiſted: 

Pray tell his Highneſs then, the Honour of the Viſit he 
deſigns me, makes me thankful, and impatient ! huh! 
Huh ! & [Exit Page. 
Care. Are my Sufferings, Madam, ſo ſoon forgot then 
was I but flatter'd with the Hope of Pity ? 15 
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L. D. The Happy have whole Days, and thoſe they 
chooſe. [ręſenting.] The Unhappy have but Hours, and 
thoſe they loſe. [Exit, repeating. 

L. Sad. Don't you loſe a Minute then. 

Care. I'll warrant you ten thouſand Thanks, 
dear Madam, [I'll be transform'd in a Second | 

| [Exeunt ſeverally. 
Enter Clarinda in Man's Habit. 
Clar. So! I'm in for't now ! how I ſhall come off, I 


can't tell: twas but a bare ſaving Game 1 made with 


Clerimont ; his Reſentment had brought my Pride to its 
laſt Legs, Diſſembling: And if the poor Man had not 
lov'd me too well, I had made but a diſmal humble 
Figure = have us'd him ill, that's certain, and he 
may ev'n thank himſelf for't he would be fin- 
cere, and I ſaw I was ſure of him» which was 
more than I cou'd ſay by my double-fac'd Colonel, whom 
conſequently I was in fear of loſing : Beſide, I cou'd not 
bear to let another dreſs up her Vanity in any Lover of 
mine, tho' I did not deſign to wear him myſelf— | 
Well, (begging my Sex's Pardon) we do make the ſillieſt 
Tyrants—we had better be reaſonable ; for (to do 'em 
right) we don't run half the hazard in obeying the good 
Senſe of a Lover; at leaſt, I'm reduc'd now to make the 
Experiment——Here they come. | 
Enter Sir Solomon and Clerimont. | 

Sir Sol. What have we here! another Captain? if I 
were ſure he were a Coward now, I'd kick him before 
he ſpeaks———Is your Buſineſs with me, Sir? 
Cla. If your Name be Sir Solomon Sadlife. | 
Sir Sol. Ves, Sir, it is, and I'Il maintain it, as antient 
as any, and related to moſt of the Families in England. © 
Clar. My Buſineſs will convince you, Sir, that I think 


Sir $0]. And what is your Buſineſs, Sir? 


Clar. Why, Sir ou have a Kinſwoman, 
eall's Clarinds. a be 
Cler. Ha! „ 2842] 
Sir So. And what then, Sir ſuch a R as 
t'other. | F fide. 
D 5 Car. 
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ag Now, Sir, I have ſeen her, and am in love with 


Cler. Say you fo, Sir! —T[ may chance to cure you 
of it. [Afide 

Clar. And to back my Pretenſions, Sir, I have a good 
Fifteen hundred Pounds a Year Eſtate, and am, as you 
ſee, a pretty Fellow into the Bargain. 

Sir So/. She that marries you, Sif, will have a choice 
Bargain indeed. 

Clar. In ſhort, Sir, I'll give you a Thouſand Guineas 
to make up the Match. 

Sir So/. Hum [Ad] But, Sir, my Niece is pro- 
vided for. 

Cler. That's well. [ Afede. 

Sir Sol. But if ſhe were not, Sir, I muſt tell you, ſhe 
is not to be caught with a Smock Face and a Feather, 
Sir and — and let me ſee you an Hour 
hence. [ Afeae.. 

Clar. Well ſaid Unde. [Hfde.]J— ——But, Sir, I'm 
in love with her, and poſitively will have her. 

Sir Sol. Whether ſhe likes you or no, Sir? 


Clar. Like me! ha! ha! I'd feign ſee a Woman, that 


diſlikes a pretty Fellow with Fifteen hundred. Pounds a 
Vear, a white Wig, and black Eye-brows. 

Cler. Hark you, young Gentleman, there muſt go more 
than all er to che gaining of that Lady. 

[Takes Clarinda afiae.. 

Sir o/ A. A Thouſand. Guineas! that's five 
hundred more than I propos'd to get of Mr. Clerimont 
but my Honour is engag d Ay, but 
— here's a Thouſand Pounds to releaſe i. 
now ſhall 1 take the Money, it muſt be ſo Coin 
will carry it 

Clar. Oh, Sir, if that be all, I'l ſoon remove your 
Doubts _ Pretenſiong————Come, Sir, I'll try your 


Cler. 1 am afraid yon wo'n't, young Gentleman. 
Clar. As young as I am, Sir, you ſhall find J ſeom to 
turn my Back to any Man. 
[Exeunt Clarinda and Clermont, 
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Sir Sol. Ha! they are gone to fight. with all my 
heart—a fair Chance at leaſt for a better Bargain: For 
if the young Spark ſhou'd let the Air into my Friend 
Clerimont's Midriff now, it may poſſibly cool his Love 
too, and then there's my Honour ſafe, and a Thouſand 
Guineas, | _ > LR 
| Enter Laay Dainty, and Lady Sadlife. 7 

L. D. Don't you think the Prince long? But great 
Perſons are diſtinguiſh'd by a peculiar Slowneſs in their 
Motion. | 

L. Sad. Now am I ſurpriſed at your Curiofity : For 
I'm confident you won't like him when you ſee him. 

L. D. I have ſeen him en paſſant from my Window, 
and if the Diſtance did not deceive me, 1 thonght there 
was ſomething ſo agreeably bizarre in his Appearance. 

L. Sad. Extremely bizarre indeed, for he has a fierce 
tawny Face, and odious Whiſkers. 

L. D. Which in ſome Countries are allow'd the moſt 
diſtingutſhing Marks of Beauty. | 

L. Sad. But your Ladyſhip, I know, allows no 
Beauty, without a certain Delicacy and 'Tenderneſs' of 
Perſon. | i 

L. D. Um that's partly true; but the Idea I 
have conceiv'd of the Prince's Figure, has in ſome mea- 
ſure——remov'd that ſickly Weakneſs of my Taſte: 

L. Sad. I am glad to find your Ladyſhip a little recon- 
cil'd to the uſeful Beauties of a Lover—but here comes 
the Prince. 
Enter Careleſs, as Prince Alexander, 

L. D. Your Highnefs, Sir, has done me Honqur in 
this Vifit. 

Care. Madam— — , [Salutes Ber. 

L. D. A captivating Perſon! | 

Care. May the Days L- taken from my Life, and 
added to yours moſt incomparable Beauty! whiter 
than the Snow, that lies the Year about unmelt edon 
our Ra/ian Mountains. | 

L. D. How manly his Expreſſions are we are 
extremely oblig'd to the Czar for not taking your High- 
nefs home with him. jt | 

| re. 
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Care. He left me, Madam, to learn to be a Ship- 
Carpenter. 

L. Sad. A very politick Accompliſhment ! 

L. D. And in a Prince entirely new. pe 

Care. All his Nobles, Madam, are Maſters of ſome- 
uſeful Science, and moſt of our Arms are quarter'd with 
Mechanical Inſtruments, as Hatchets, Hammers, Pick- 
axes, and Hand- ſaws. | 

L. D. I admire the manly Manners of your Court. 

L. Sad. Oh! fo infinitely beyond the ſoft Idleneſs of 
Ours. 

Care. "Tis the Faſhion, Ladies, for Faſtern Princes 
to profeſs ſome Trade or other—The laſt Grand Seig- 
nior was a Lockſmith— - 

L. D. How new his Converſation is ? 

Care. Too rude I fear, Madam, for ſo tender a Com- 
poſition as your Divine Ladyſhip's. : 

L. D. Courtly, to a Softneſs too ! 

Care. Were it poſſible, Madam, that ſo much Delicacy 
cou'd endure the martial Roughneſs of our Manners and 
our Country, I cannot boaſt; but if a Province at your 
Feet cou'd make you mine, that Province and its Maſtey 
ſhou'd be yours. | 
IL. D. Ay! here's Grandeur with Addreſs; an odious 
native Lover now, wou'd have complain'd of the Taxes 
perhaps, and have haggled with one for a ſcanty Jointure 
out of his horrid Lead-Mines, in ſome uninhabitable 
Mountains, about an hundred and fourſcore Miles from 
unheard of London. | | 

Care. I am inform'd, Madam, there is a certain poor 
diſtracted £:g/;/þ Fellow, that refus'd to quit his ſaucy 
Pretenſions to your All-conquering Beauty, tho' he had 
heard I had myſelf reſolv'd to adore you. Carele/s, I 
think, they call him. 

L. D. Your Highneſs wrongs your Merit, to give your- 
{elf the leaſt Concern for one ſo much below your Fear. 

Care. When I firſt heard of him, I on the Inftant or- 
der'd one of my Retinue to ſtrike off his Head with a Sci- 
mitar ; but they told me the free Laws of England allow'd 
of no ſuch Power: So that, tho' I am a Prince : Ly 

x * 
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— Madam, I am oblig'd only to murther him pri- 
vately. 

L. D. Tis indeed a Reproach to the ill Breeding of 
our Conſtitution, not to admit your Power with your 
Perſon. But if the Pain of my entire negle& can end 
him, pray be eaſy. , 

Care. Madam, I am not revengeful ; make him but 
miſerable I'm a 

L. D. You may depend upon't. | 

Care. I'm in ftrange Favour with her [ Afar. 
Pleaſe you, Ladies, to make your fragrant Fingers fa- 


miliar with this Box. 


L. D. Sweet, or Plain, Sir ? 


Care. Right Maſco, Madam, made of the Sculls of 
conquer'd Enemies. | 

L. Sad. Gunpowder, as I live! 

L. D. Every thing manly. 

L. Sad. Will your Highneſs pleaſe to amuſe yourſelf 
with a Diſh of Tea? 

Care. Excuſe me, Madam, *tis a Liquor I never heard 


of, and in my own Country I am fam'd for Regularity 


in my Diet ; even after a Meal I never exceed a gentle 
Pint Glaſs of Burnt Brandy'or Geneva. 
[A Noiſe of Dogs barking without, 

L. D. Ah! what Noiſe is that? 25 

Care. Your Pardon, Madam; only a harmleſs Enter- 
tainment after my own Country Faſhion, that I deſign'd 
myſelf the Honour of preſenting your incomparable 
Ladyſhip. = 

L. Sad. I hope he'll bring in the Bears upon her. 


L. 

L. D. Pray, Sir, what is it? 

Care. Madam, a Set of Raſſian Ladies Lap-Dogs, 
that dance to Admiration. 

L. D. By all means admit em I'm taken with 
the Humour. We have had ſomething like em here in 
England, Sir; and all People of Faſhion grew ſtrangely 
fond of 'em. 1 | 
Care. They cou'd not be Engl; then——T have ſeen 
all your Eng/;/6 Dancing Madam, but I WY 

5 


pr 


; 
? 
: 
[ 
1 


86 De Dovnite GALLANT: Or, 


that's generally perform'd——by——ſad Dog 
pleaſe you fit, Ladies. 
A Dance to an odd Tune, imitating My. Pinkethman' s 
famous Daneing Dogs. 


L. D. Infinitely new, and humourous ——but this 


Room's exceeding hot— I'm fainting. 


Care. Let this Arm ſupport you, Madam. 
L. Sad. The next is cooler; if your Highneſs pleaſes 


we'll withdraw. 
Care. Madam, I am but the Needle to this Northern 
Star : I wait on you. [Exeunt. 


The SCENE changes to the Field. 


Cade cnt Cheri, 


Cler. Come, Sir, we are fair enough. 

Clar. I only wiſh the Lady were by, Sir, that the 
Conqueror might carry her off the Spot : I warrant ſhe'd 
be mine. 

Cler. That, my talking Hero, we ſhall ſoon determine. 

Clar. Not that I think her handſome, or care a Ruſh 


for her. 
Cler. You are very mettled, Sir, to fight for a Woman 


you don't value 

Clar. Sir, J value the Reputation of a Gentleman, 
and I don't think any young Fellow ought to pretend to 
it tifl he has talk'd himſelf into a Lampoon, loſt his two 
or three thouſand Pound at Play, kept his Miſs, and 


kill'd his Man. 
Cher, Very galant indeed, Sir; but if you pleaſe to 


handle your Sword, you'll ſoon go through your Courſe. 
Clar. Come on, Sir I believe 1 ſhall give your 


Miſtreſs a truer Account of your Heart than you have 
done. I have had her Heart long enough, and now will 
have your's. . 
er. Ha! does ſhe love you then? | 
[ Endenvonring to drav, 
Clar. ] leave you to judge that, Sir. But F have lait 
with her a thouſand times; in ſhort, e long, til Pm 


Grd of it. 
Cler. 
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Cler. Villain, thou lyeſt ! Draw, or I'll uſe you as 
you deſerve, and ſtab you. 
Clar. Take this with you firſt——Clarinda will never 
— marry him that murders me. | 
Cler. She may the- Man that vindicates her Honour 
therefore be quick, or I'll keep my Word 
find your Sword is not for doing Things in Haſte. | 
Clar. It ſticks to the Scabbard ſo; I believe I did not 
wipe off the Blood of the laſt Man I fought with. | 
Cler. Come, Sir! this Trifling ſhan't ſerve your 
Turn; here give me yours, and take mine. 8 
Clar. With all my Heart, Sir Now have at you. 
Cler. Death ! You Villain, do you ſerve me ſo? 
[Cler. draws, and finds only a Hilt in his Hand. 
Clar. In Love and War, Sir, all Advantages are fair 
ſo we conquer, no Matter whether by Force or Strata- 
gem: Come quick, Sir! Your Life or Miſtreſs—— 
Cler, Neither 


Death ! You ſhall have both or 
none : Here drive your Sword ; for only through this 
Heart you reach Clarinda. | 
Clar. Death ! Sir, can you be mad enough to die for 
a Woman that hates you ? 
er. If that were true, twere greater Madneſs than 
to livre. 
Clar. Why, to my Knowledge, Sir, ſhe has us'd you 
baſely, falſly, ill, and for no Reaſon. 
5 Cler. No matter, no Uſage can be worſe than the 
. Contempt of poorly, tamely, parting with her 
She may abuſe her Heart by happy Infidelities ; but tis 
the Pride of mine to be even miſerably conſtant, 
| Clar. Generous Paſhon——You almoſt tempt me to 
| reſign her to you. 
Cler. You cannot, if you wou'd——T wou'd indeed 
4 have won her fairly from you with my Sword, but ſcorn 
to take her as your Gift. Be quick and end your 
| lence | 
| Clar. Yes, thus-———moſt generous Clerimont——— 
you now indeed have fairly vanquiſh'd me. | Runs 10 
him.) My Woman's Follies and my Shame be buried 
ever here, E 


| 
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Cler. Ha! Clarinda! is't poſſible! my Wonder riſes 
with my Joy How came you in this Habit? 
Car. Now you indeed recall my Bluſhes, but I had 
no other Veil to hide *em, while I confeſs'd the Injuries 
F had done your Heart, in fooling with a Man I never 
meant on any Terms to engage with. Beſide, I knew 
from our late parting, your Fear of lofing me wou'd re- 
duce you to comply with Sir Solomon's Demands, for his 
Intereſt in your Favour : Therefore, as you ſaw, I was 
reſolv'd to ruin his Market by ſeeming to raiſe it; for he 
ſecretly took the Offer I made him. i 
Cler. Twas generouſly and timely offer 'd, for it really 
prevented my figning Articles to him; but if you woa'd 
heartily convince me that I ſhall never more have need 
of his Intereſt, e en let us ſteal to the next Prieſt, and 
honeſtly put it out of his Power ever to part us. 
Clar. Why, truly conſidering the Truſts J have made: 


vou, *twou'd be ridiculous now (I think) to deny you 


any thing——and if you ſhou'd grow weary of me after 
fuch Uſage, I can't blame you. 

Cler. Baniſh that Fear ; my Flame can never waſte, 

For Love fincere refines upon the Taſte. 

t [Exeunt, 
Enter Sir Solomon, with old My. Willful : L. Sadlife, 
and Sylvia weeping. 

Sir Sol. Troth, my old Friend, this is a bad Bufineſs: 
indeed'; you have bound yourſelf in a thouſand Pound 
Bond, you ſay, to marry your Daughter to a fine Gen- 
tleman, and ſhe in the mean time, it ſeems, is fallen in- 
Love with a Stranger. |; 

Vill. Look you, Sir Sol. it does not trouble me o' 
this : For I'll make her do as I pleaſe, or I'll ſtarve her. 

L. Sad. But, Sir, your Daughter tells me that the 


| Gentleman ſhe loves is in every Degree in as good Cir- 


cumſtances as the Perſon you deſign her for: And if he 
does not prove himſelf ſo before To-morrow Morning, 
the will chearfully ſubmit to whatever you'll impoſe on 


her. 
Will. All Sham ! all Sham ! only to gain Time 
I expect my Friend and his Son here immediately, to de- 
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mand Performance of Articles; and if her Ladyſhip's 
nice Stomach does not immediately comply with 'em, as 
I told you before, I'll ſtarve her. | 

L. Sad. But conſider, Sir, what a perpetual Diſcord 
muſt a forc'd Marriage probably produce. 

Will. Diſcord! Pſhaw! waw ! One Man makes as 
good a Huſband as another——A Month's Marriage 
will ſet all to rights, I warrant you You know the 
old Saying, Sir Solomon, Lying together makes Pigs love. 
Diſcord, quotha! No! no! Young Women are like 
Fiddles, if they are play'd upon, they muſt make good 
Muſick whether they will or no. | 

L. Sad. [To Sylvia.] What ſhall we do for you? 
there's no altering him Did not your Lover promiſe 
to come to your Aſſiſtance? | 

Sy. I expect him every Minute but can't foreſee 
_ ** che leaſt Hope of my Redemption 

is is he! | 


Enter Atall andiſguis'd. 
At. My Sylvia ! dry thoſe tender Eyes, for while 
there's Life there's Hope. T 
L. Sad. Ha! is't he? but I muſt ſmother my Con- 
fuſion ! 
Will. How now, Sir! Pray who gave you Commiſ- 
ſion to be ſo familiar with my Daughter? N 
At. Vour Pardon, Sir; but when you know me right, 
pou neither think my Freedom or my Pretenſions fami- 
jar or diſhonourable. | 
Will. Why, Sir, what Pretenſions have you to her? 
At. Sir, I ſav'd her Life at the Hazard of my own: 
That gave me a Pretence ta know her; knowing her, 
made me love, and Gratitude made her receive it. 
Will. Ay, Sir, and ſome very good Reaſons, beſt 
known to myſelf, make me refuſe t————— Now what 
will you do? 
At. I can't tell yet, Sir But if you'll do me the 
Favour to let me know thoſe Reaſons 
Will. Sir, I don't think myſelf oblig'd to do either; 
but I'll tell you what I'll do for you, ſince you. ſay you 
love my Daughter, and ſhe loves you, I'll put you in 
the neareſt Way to get her. Ats 
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Ht. Don't flatter me! I beg you, Sir. 

Will. Not I, upon my Soul, Sir; for look you 
IN only this get my Conſent, and you ſhall have 


At. I beg your Pardon, Sir, for endeavouring to talk 
Reaſon to you. But to return your Raillery, give me 
Leave to tell you; when any Man marries her but my- 
ſelf, he muſt extremely aſk my Conſent, bo 

Will. Before George, thou- art a very pretty impudent 
Fellow, and I'm ſorry I can't puniſh her Diſobedience 
by throwing her away upon thee. 

At. You'll have a great deal of Plague about. this 
Buſineſs, Sir ; for I ſhall be mighty difficult to give up 
my Pretenfions to her. Tank | 

Will. Ha! tis a thouſand Pities I can't comply with 
thee: Thou wilt certainly be a thriving Fellow; for thou 
doſt really ſet the beſt Face upon a bad Caufe that ever 
I faw fince I was born. 

At. Come, Sir once more Raillery apart; ſup- 
wax I prove myſelf of equal Birth and Fortune to deſerve 

er ? 

ill. Sir, if you were eldeſt Son to tile Cham of Tar- 
tary, or had the Dominions of the Great Mogul entail'd 
upon you and your Heirs for ever; it wou'd ſignify no 
more than the Bite of my Thumb-———The Girl's 
diſpos'd of, I have match'd her already upon a thouſand 
Pound Forfeit, and faith ſhe ſhall fairly run for't, though 
ſhe's yerk'd and flea'd from the Creſt to the Crupper. 

At. Confuſion 

Sy/. What will become of me ? a 

Will. And if you don't think me in Earneſt now, 
here comes one that will convince you of my Sincerity. 

At. My Father! Nay then my Ruin is inevitable. 

Enter Sir Harry Atall. 4 
Sir Har, [Zo At.] O ſweet Sir, have I found you at 
laſt! Your very humble Servant: What's the Reaſon 


pray, that you have had the Aſſurance to be almoſt a 


Fortnight in Town, and never come near me; eſpecially 
when J ferit you Word I had Buſineſs of ſuch Conſe- 
quence with you? 


At, 
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At. I underſtood your Buſineſs was to marry me, Sir, 
to a Woman I never ſaw ; and to confeſs the Truth, I 
durſt not come near you, becauſe I was at the ſame time 

in love with one you never ſaw. 

Sir Har. Was you ſo, Sir —why then, Sir, I'll 
find a ſpeedy Cure for your Paſſion Brother Wi/ful 
ey, Fiddles there! 

At. You may treat me, Sir, with what Severity 
you pleaſe ; but my Engagements to that Lady are too 
powerful and fix'd,. to let the utmoſt M iſery ode 

em. 

Sir Har. What does the Fool mean? 

At. That I can ſooner die than part with her. 

Will. Hey !-——why, is this your Son, Sir Harry ? 

, Sir Har. Hey-day ! why, did not you know that be- 
ore ? 

At. O Earth! and all you Stars! is this the Lady 
you deſign'd me, Sir? 

S. O Fortune J is it poſſible? 

Sir Har. And is this the Lady, Sir, you have been 
making ſuch a Buſtle about ? - 

At. Not Life, Health or Happineſs are half fo . 
to me. 

Sir Sol. [Foining At. and Sylvia's Hands. loll! 
loll leroll ! 

At. O tranſporting Joy ! [ Embracing Sylvia.] 

Sir Har, [ Joining in the Tune, and dancing about 
and ill. em.] lol! lol! 

Sir Sol. Hey ! within there! [Calls the Fidales.] by 
Jingo we'll make a Night on't. 

Enter Clarinda and Clermont. | 

Clar. Save you, fave you, good People! I'm glad, 
Uncle, to hear you call ſo chearfully for the Fiddles, 1t 
looks as if you had a Huſband ready for. me. 

Sir So/, Why, that I may have by to-morrow Night, 
Madam; but in the mean time, if you Pleaſe, you _ 
wiſh your Friends Joy. 

Clar. Dear Sylvia! 

S. Clarinda. g 


At, 
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At. O Clerimont, ſuch a Deliverance ! 

Cler. Give you Joy, Joy, Sir. 

Car. I congratulate your Happineſs—— and arm 
pleas'd our little Jealoufies are over: Mr. Clerimont has 
told me all, and cur'd me of Curioſity for ever. 

Sy/. What, married? 

Char. You'll ſee preſently ! But, Sir Sol. what do you 
mean by to-morrow ! why do you fancy I have any 
more Patience than the reſt of my Neighbours ? 

Sir Scl. Why truly, Madam, I don't ſuppoſe you 
have ; but I believe to-morrow will be as ſoon as their 
Buſineſs can be done, by which time I expect a jolly 
Fox-hunter from Yorif3re, and if you are reſolv'd not 
to have Patience till next Day, why the ſame Parſon may 
toſs you up all four in a Diſh together. 

Clar. A filthy Fox hunter? 

Sir Sol. Ods-zook! a mettled Fellow, that will ride 
you from Day break to Sun-ſet ! None of our flimſy 
Londen Raſcals, that muſt have a Chair to carry 'em to 
their Coach, and a Coach to carry 'em to a Trapes, and 
a Conſtable to carry both to the Round houſe. 

Clar. Ay, but this Fox-hunter, Sir So/. will come 
home dirty and tir'd as one of his Hounds, he'll be al- 
ways aſleep before he's a bed, and on Horſeback before 
he's awake ; he muſt riſe early to follow his Sport, and 
J fit up late at Cards for want of better Diverſion—— 
Put this together, my wiſe Uncle. 

Sir Sol. Are you ſo high fed, Madam, that a Count 
try Gentleman of 1500 J. a Year won't go down with 

ou. 
& Clar. Not ſo, Sir,. but you really kept me ſo ſharp, 
that I was e en forc'd to provide for myſelf, and here 
ſtands the Fox hunter for my Money. 
[Claps Cler. on the Shoulder. 
Sir Sol. How! 


| Cher. Even fo, Sir S9/——hark in your Ear, Sir! 
you really held your Conſent at ſo high a Price, that to 
ive you a Proof of my good Huſbandry, I was re- 


lv'd to fave Charges, and e'en marry her without it. 
Sir Scl. Hell! and . 


| 
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Car. And hark you in t'other Ear, Sir——becauſe I 
wou'd not have you expoſe your reverend Age by a 
Miſtake Know, Sir, I was the young Spark with 
the ſmooth Face and a Feather, that offer'd you a 
thouſand Guineas for your Conſent, which you wou'd 
have been glad to have taken. 

Sir Sol. The Devil! if ever I traffick in Women's 
Fleſh again, may all the Bank- ſtocks fall when I have 
bought em, and riſe when 1 have ſold 'em. 
Hey day! what have we here ! more Cheats! 

Cler. Not unlikely, Sir. for I fancy they are 


married. 
Enter Lady Dainty and Careleſs 

L. Sad. That F ag are, _ can wary you——l give 
, Your Highneſs Joy, Madam. 

L. D. Lard! That People of any Rank ſnou'd uſe 
ſuch vulgar Salutations Tho' methinks Highneſs 
has ſomething of Grandeur in the Sound. 

Enter Servant 

Ser. Sir, the Muſick's come. 

L. Sad. Let 'em play. 

L. D. Well! there's nothing ſhews ſo viſibly the 
remaining Footſteps of our Primitive Barbarity, as our 
* odious Noiſe at Weddings ! huh ! huh ! 

Care. It ſerves, Madam, to recommend the Pleaſures 
that ſucceed, and makes us taſte the Joys of Silence 


2 


with a higher Reliſh. 


L. D. But ſo much Dancing and Tumult, is ſo like 
the Mob Solemnities of a May- Day. huh ! huh! - 
and the poor Bride js us'd juſt like their Pole, for all the 
Town to dance round her. 

L. Sad. Ah! but there's yet a groſſer part of the 
Ceremony to come, Madam, and that is throwing the 
Stocking. 

L. D. That indeed is a thing, that inſults us ſo near, 
that I wonder the Men have not thought it their In- - 
tereſt to lay it down.-——z-But 1 was in hopes, 
good People, that confident Fellow Careleſ: had been 


among you. 
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: Care. What ſay you, Madam, (to divert the good 
Company) ſhall we ſend for him by way of Mortificas 


pair. 
re. Why then, to let you ſee, that tis a much 
eaſier thing to cure a (fine Lady of her ſickly Taſte, 
than a Lover of his Impudence—— Tbere's: Careliſi for 
you, without the leaſt 'TinQure of Deſpair about him. 
[Diſcavers himſelf. 
All. Ha! Careleſs ! y 


L. D. Abus'd ! undon ! 
All. Ha! ha! | ; 
.Cler. Nay, now, Madam, we wiſh you a ſuperior 
Joy; for you have married a Man, inſtead of a Mon- 


Care. Come! come, Madam, ſince you find you were 
in the Power of ſuch a Cheat you may be glad it 
was no greater, you might have fallen into a Raſcal's 
Hands: But you know, I am a Gentleman, my Fortune 
no ſmall one, and if your Temper will give me leave, 
will deſerve you. | 

L. Sad. Come! e'en make the beſt of your Fortune: 
for take my Word, if the Cheat had not been à very 
agreeable one, I wou'd never have had a Hand in't 
you muſt pardon me if I can't help Laughing. 

L. D. Well! fince it muſt be fo, 1 pardon all ; only 
one thing let me beg of you, Sir that is your 
Promiſe to wear this Habit one Month for my Satis- 
faction. | 
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Care. O, Madam! that's a Trifle ! I'll lie in the Sun 


a whole Summer for an Olive Complexion, to oblige 


You. | N 

711. Odzooks, here's a great deal of good Company, 
ho 2 tis a Shame the Fiddles ſhould be idle all this 
while. 9255 
Care. Oh! by no means! Come ſtrike up, Gentle- 


men. 
They Dance. 
L. D. Well | Mr. Careleſi, I begin now to think better 
of 
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of my Fortune, and look back with Ap of 

the Eſcape I have had; you have already cur'd my 

Folly, and were but my Health recoverable, I ſhould 

think myſelf completely happy. 

Care. For that, Madam, d venture to ſave you 
8 Fees, | 


And truſt to Nature: Time will oi 1 
Teur beft Phyſician is @ fawour'd Laver. 


O 


pets 5 N 6 7 
ELL, Sirs 1 I know not ods the Pic may paſs 
But, in my humble Senſe—our Bard's an Aſs ; i 


For, had he ever n the leaft of Nature, 


H' had found his Double Spark a di/mal Creature: 
To pleaſe two Ladies, he two Forms puts on, 5 


A if the Thing in Shadows cou'd be done : 

|» The Nomen really Two, and He ( poor Soul ! ) but One. 

Had he revers'd the Hint, h had done the Feat, 

Had made th' Impoſtor credibly campleat; 
A fingle Miſtreſs might have flood the Cheat. 
She might to ſeveral 8 Lame been kind, 
Nor frain'd your Faith, to think both plear'd and blind : 
Plain Senſe had known, the Fair 2 Love receive, 
With half the * — warmeſt V. raus can oa 


But, bold — 8 thinking 1 miſtake * Matter; 
On ſecond Thoughts «: The Hints but honeſt Satyr 
Aud only meant t "expoſe their modiſh Senſe, | 
l bo think the Fire of Leue. but Impudence. 
Our Spark was really madeſt ;——<when he found 
Tuo Female Claims at once, be one giſown'd ; 
Miſelhy preſuming, tho" in ne er ſuch Haſte, 
One awou'd be found enough for him, at laſt. 
So that to ſum the whole———1 think the Play 
Deſerves the uſual Fawours on his Day; 
not, be fwears bell write the next to Muſick, 
el Rhymes aon d make or Him, or You, fick. 
His groveling Senſe, Italian Air all crown, 
And then, he's ſure, ev'n Nonſenſe will go doaun. 
= But, if you'd have the M orld fuppeſe the S tage 
* Not quite forſaken in this airy Age, 
Let your glad Votes our needleſs Fear confound, 
5 8 Claps as loud for Senſi, as Sound. 


INI $. 


_— — — 8 "© + 
= 4 2 1 * * * Se „ 
Ther +” | ** 2 = - & — 
* bs 4 N 
o 
— be 
1 * * 
„ = 
a 3 . 
* 1 
, 5 
* * 
* 
, * * 
= - 
oo 
. 


